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SELECT EPIGRAMS. 



ON AVARO. 

8T MAJOR PEARSON*. 

Hardly the gods have dealt with man, 

However fliort the life they gave 5 
For many a woe has mark'd the fpan, 

And cold's the comfort of the grave. 

When afk'd what lot for man was heft, 

Silenus fagely made reply : 
Not to be born, was the moft bleftj 

The next was, foon as bom to die. 

* Thomas Pearfon was born near lotto*, in Weftmore- 
land, about the year 1740, and died i* the £aft Indies, 
in Auguft, 1782. 
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Then, who'll not call Avaro wife, 
Who yet to live has not begun, 

Though, fince his birth, acrofs the ikies. 
The fun has fixty circuits run. 

And on this point we may rely, 
He holds fo fteadily his plan, 

If he muft live, ere he can die, 
Avaro's an immortal man. 



ON A MUSICAL LADY AT CALCUTTA. 
BY THE SAME. 

IN Indian realms, ye critics fay, 

Of tuneful fouls poffeft, 
Where empty tigers roam for prey, 

Whofe mufic is the beft— 
The Bard's, who, ftriking vocal firings, 

Made beafts attend his lay, 
Or her's, which, when fhe plays and fings, 

Would fright e'en beafts away ? 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE REV. THOMAS COLE*. 

There were two Brothers, John and William Reynoldi; 
one a rigid Papift, the other at tenacious a Proteftant : 
Both were infpired with an equal zeal of converting 
each other. With that view, they had frequent elabo- 
rate and learned Difputea : At laft, their Controverfies 
had this Effeft — The Papift became a Proteftant, and the 
Proteftant a Papift; which give occafion to a beautiful 
Epigram by Dr. Alabafter, here tranflated. 

WAR, more inflam'd than civil difcord'i rage, 
Religious war two zealous brothers wage. 
This for the faith of Proteftants contends.* 
A Papift that the Church of Rome defends. 
Each raised his force, each match'd his foe fo well, 
Alike both champions fought, alike they fell. 
What both defir'd, his brother each fubdues; 
What fate decreed, their faith both brothers loie. 
No caufe of triumph either fide could boaft, 
Bach vi&or yields, and takes his captive's poft. 

* Late Vicar of Dulverton, in the County of Somcrfet. 
The fecond and third Books of Mr. Cole's " Life of 
Hubert" are foon to be fent to the Prefs. The Lovers of 
Poetry will be forry to hear that the fecond and third 
Books only are completed. 
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Strange war ! where both, as vanquifli'd, are content, 
And both, as conq'ring, their fuccefs lament. 

ON MRS. POPE AND MISS FELLOWES, BEAUTIES 
AT BATH, SOME YEARS AGO. 

BY THE 8AM B. 

IN Mrs. Pope, I grant, more charms we find, 
Than are in all her fex beiides combin'd : 
But though (he thus excels each other toaft* 
Yet of her Fellow es Bath may juftly boaft.. 

ON TWO NEIGHBOURS, WHO DIED AT THE 
SAME TIME. 

BY TUB LATB DR. JAMES FORDYCB*. 

" MY neighbour Thornton cannot live a day,'* 

Cried honeft Jones, then in a deep decay, 

" Jones cannot live a day," cried Thornton, broke 

With cruel gout, tho' frill he lov'd a joke. 

To think hjmfelf might die, each one was loth : 

Before the day expif d Death feized them both. 

• Dr. J. Fordyce died, at Bath, OB. 1, 1796, in the 
76th year of hit age. Hit death it poetically lamented by 
Mrs. Hannah Moore, in The Gentleman's Magazint for No- 
vember, 
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' ON' A PRESENT 

TO THE AUTHOR OF TWO IMPRESSIONS FROM A f I ME 
ANTIQUE SEAL OF THE HEAD OF ALEXANDER \ THE 

ONE BY LADY P , ON PAPER, THE OTHER BY 

•MISS J P— , IN WAX. 

-BY LOVIBOND*. 

FAIR fculpture of Amnions young graces ! 

My Lady with whim (hall we tax, 
On Paper who marks thy faint traces, 

Which Stella ftamps lively in wax ? 

Of their hearts they make mutual confeflion, 

That, cold to, emotions once felt, 
The mother's fcarce yields to impreffion, 

The daughter's can foften and melt. 

; * Author of The Tears of Old May Day, firft printed in 
The World. Of Lovibond'j^Life few particulars are 
known. His Works are included in Dr. Anderfon's 
Edition of the Britifti Poets. > \ 



C 6 J 



EPIGRAM. 

BY THE *EV. SICHABD GRAVES*. 
MEAGRE NEATNESS. 

THUS to the matter of a houfe, . 

Which, like a church, would ftarve a moufe, 

Which never gucft had entertain'd, 

Nor meat, nor wine its floors had ftain'd j 

I faid :— " Well, Sir, 'tis vaftly fine; 

u But where d'you drink, and where d'you dine ? 

" If one may judge by rooms lb neat, 

" It cofts you more in mops than meat** 



THE FAIR STOIC. 

BY THB SAME. 

" BEAR and forbear-," thus preach the Stoic fages; 

And in two words include the fenfe of pages. 

" With patience bear life's certain ills; and oh ! j 

" Forbear thofe pleafures that mutt end in woe.'* 

* Re&or of Claverten, near Bath, i 

i 
i 

•i 
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With thefe wife maxims Sappho dill can treat us, 
And prove her text from Carter's EpiEletus. 
Thus to be Stoics each fair friend fhe teaches, 
Whilft Sappho ne'er will pra&ife what (he preaches; 
For, turn'd of fifty, we may fafely fwear, 
Sappho will neither bear, nor yet forbear. 



TO BE WRITTEN IN A LADY'S MILTON. 
BT THE SAME. 

9 

CLOE, to Cloe's foibles fomewhat blind, 
Admires the wild caprice of womankind. 
" Strange that our mother Eve, fo void of grace, 
" Should for an apple curfe the human race !" 
Her cenfure-thus on Eve rafh Cloe pours, 
Whilft fhe herfelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceafe, fair maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had furely done the fame : 
For lefs reftraint, your Maker's will had croft, 
Nay, for a crab, your Faradife had loft. 
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THE FORCE OF FASHION. 

BY THE SAME. 



VARUS, tho* merely led by fafhion, 

For worth 'alone pretends a paffionj 

Affects with truly lib'ral fpirit, 

To idolize a man of merit : 

Applauds the deeds, the fenfe, the jokes 

Of good, of wife, of witty folks : — 

He daily at your houfe attends, 

And feems to rank you with his friends : 

In public too hell ftill affect 

To treat you with profound refpect, 

(More than Venetians do their doge) 

For what ?— Becaufe you are in vogue. 

But, Sir, you muff not think it ftrange 
If Varus fhould his conduct change. 
The public, fickle as a child, 
Now frowns on what fo late it fmil'd ; 
Still fond of change, wants fomething new j 
CarcfBng me, neglecting you. 
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See Varus, in his turn, affect 
To treat you with as much neglect; 
Nay, fhuns you, as a worthlefs rogue,. 
For what ? Becaufe you're out of vogue. 

THE CURIOUS IMPERTINENT. 

BY TBB IAMB. 

A MAN there is, to all the country known, 
Who neither lives in country, nor in town : 
He's here, he's there, from place to place he fifes, 
In queft of that which Heav'n to man denies. 
Curio, the prefent joys of life forgot, 
Still fancies greater joys where he is not : 
Hence, ever refUefs, go where'er you will, 
You'll find poor Curio at your elbow (till. 
He boaftg no wit ; but yet, the JLord knows why, 
Curio ftill keeps the beft of company. 
Wherever well drefs'd folks in crowds appear, 
Aik'd, or unaik'd — you'll ftill find Curio there.. 
At ev'ry venifon, ev'ry turtle feaft, 
See him, with anxious looks* a conjfait gueftl 



Drawn by the favouxy (team, no doubt ? — Why tm$ 
He only comes to fee how matters go. 
In fhooting feafon, Curio takes his gun ; 
Is there a fifhing party ? He makes one : 
Not for the fport— no j Curio neither went 
To (hoot, nor fiih— but^ to learn th* event. 
To-day be comes, to (hew my Lord your place, 
To-morrow does the fame, t'oblige his Grace : 
Thus, mov'd by wires, this arrant punch inello, 
For want oj bujinefs—v* a bufy fellow. 

TOWN AND COUNTRY LIFE. 

BY THE SAME. 

HOW dulls a countxy life ! fage Bufo cries r 
Dull as your life in town, his friend replies. 
B. How can you bear the fame things o'er and o'er ? 
F. Yet what can Bath or London, pray, give more ? 
B. You eat and drink, and droll about your fields. 
F. Such are the joys your favourite town-life yields? 
Yet, whilft our fields are green, our flow'rs are fweet, 
You breathe in fmoke, and tread the dufty ftrcct. 



B % To fhift the fcene, we've various public places. 
F. Yet Hill you meet the fame dull, btfiy faces. 
B. Then, frefli and frefti, we read the daily news. 
F. Content, fome weekly journal I perufe. 
B. Can you the rooms, cards, company reiign ? 
F. Yes ,* for health, eafe, good air, and wholefom'e wine. 
B. But you've no neighbours. F. Yes, we have a few; 
And then — we're feldom plagu'd with folks like you. 



A REASONABLE SATISFACTION. 



IMITATED FROM SIR TBOMAI MORI. 



BT THE SAME. 

WHILST glory's caufe, two long campaigns, 
Thrafo in diftant climes detains 3 
His wife had fix'd her fad retreat 
Contiguous to Sir Harry's feat ; 
Who, in mere pity to her cafe, 
Kindly fupply'd the hufband's place. 
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Thrafo return'd, the talc tranfpires ; 
Revenge the Captain's bofom fires. 
H« takes his fword, intent on blood, 
And meets the Knight behind a wood. 
" Scoundrel;' quoth he, " fay, on thy life, 
" Haft thou prefum'd to kifs my wife >" 

The Knight, unmov'd by Thraib's rant, 
Reply d, and grafp'd his oaken plant, 
" Why, really, Sir, 'twixt me and you, 
" The thing you hint at's very true." 

" You own it then !— -oh ! very, well— 
" Or elfe, by all the dev'ls in hell ! 

* But that thou haft the fa& conjtfi 

" This trofty fwosd had pierc'd thy breaft." 

THE THIRSTY GARRETEER. 

BY THB SAME. 

YOU often pity honeft Ned, 
Condemned, you fay, to write for bread. 
His lib'ral foul, till Dodfley pays, 
Still doom'd to faft — —or chew the bays. 
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Yet, by that jovial, ruddy look, 
Not gain'd by poring o'er his book j 
That clammy ale his table fpilt on ; 
That tankard, covered with a Milton ; 
By all thefe tokens, Ned, I fear, 
Writes not ib much for bread — as beer. 



STREPHON AND BLOWS A LI N D ; 
o«, THE AMOROUS SQUIRE. 

BY THE SAME* 

STREPHON in vain purfued a rural fair, 
The rofy object of his tender care ! 
The "nymph, who long had lov'd a jollier fwain, 
Still view'd the amorous Strephon with difdain. 
Provok'd, he ftrove by force to ftorm her charms ; 
She rais'd her hand — and dafh'd him from her arms. 
■ <€ Oh ! ceafe," he cries, " fubdue that barbarous fpite ! 
" Though doom'd to love — I was not born to fight ! 
u You've ftol'n my hearty deprive me not of breath $ 
" Thofe frowns are cruel— but that fift is death !" ' 
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THE INNOCENT THEFT. 

TO THB HBV. DR. ■ 
BT THB SAME. 

YOU tell us, Dodter, 'tis a fin to fttal-, 
We to your practice from your text appeal. 
You Jieal a fermon, fttal a nap \ and, pray, 
From dull companions don't you Jieal away? 

AN INCIDENT IN HIGH LIFE. 

BY THB SAME. 

THE Bucks had din'd, and deep in council fat; 
Their wine was brilliant — but their wit grew flat : 
Up ftarts his Lordihip, to the window flies, 
And lo ! "a race ! a race !" in rapture cries : 
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« Where?' 4 quoth Sir John. « Why fee, two drops of rain 

" Start from the fummit of the cryftal pane : 

" A thoufand pound* 1 which drop with nimbleft force 

u Performs its current down the flippeiy courfe !" 

The bets were fix'd j in dire fufpence they- wait 

For vi&ory, pendant on the nod of fate. 

Now down the fafli, unconfeious of the prize, 

The bubbles roll— like pearls from Cloc's eyes. 

But, ah ! the glitt'ring joys of life are fhort ! 
How oft too ^joftling Heeds have fpott'd the iport ! 
Lo ! thus attraction, by coercive laws* 
Th' approaching drops into one bubble draws. 

Each curs'd his fate, that thus their project crofs'd 
How hard their lot who neither won nor loft ! 



THE CONSULTATION. 

BY TK8 SAMB. 

THREE Do&ors, met in confutation* 
Proceed with great deliberation j 
The cafe was defperate, all agreed ; 
But what of that ? they muft be fee'd. 
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Thry write then, (as 'twas fit they fhould> 
Hut for their own, not patient s good. 
< ntifulting wifely (don't miftake, Sir) 
Not what to /rive, but what to take, Sir \ 



HONS MOTS: or, OLD STORIES. 

BY THB SAMB. 

2/F.pigrimmc— — — 

N'eft fouveot qu'un Bod Mot. 

BOILSAU. 

AH a Wctt -country Mayor, with formal addrefs, 
Wan making his fpeech to the haughty Queen Befs ; 
11 Tho HpunlanV' quoth he, " with inveterate fplecn, 
11 lim preluni'd to attack you, a poor virgin queen; 
M But your Majcfty's courage has made it appear, 
" That tho Don had ta'en the wrong fow by the ear." 

J I. 

A COURT AUDIENCE. 

OLD South, a witty Churchman reckon 'd, 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second, 
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But much too ferious for a court, 
Who at all preaching make a fport : 
He fbon perceived his audience nod, 
Deaf to the zealous man of God. 
The Do&or ftopp'd 5 began to call, 
w Pray, 'wake the Earl of Lauderdale : 
" My Lord ! why, 'tis a monftrous thing ! 
t( You more fo loud, you'll 'wake the King." 

HI. 

ON A DISPUTE BETWEEN DR. RA.D CLIFFS AND 
SIR GODFREY KNELLBR. 

SIR Godfrey and Radcliffc had one common way, 
Into one common garden, and each had a key : 
Quoth Kneller, " I'll certainly flop up that door, 
" If ever I find it unlock'd any more." 
" Your threats," replies RadclifFe, " dillurb not my eafej 
" And, fo you don't paint it, e'en do what you pleafe." 
** You're fmart," rejoins Kneller; " but, fay what you will, 
€t I'll take any thing from you — but potion or pill." 
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IV. 

A clown's apology to the doctok. 

AS huncft Richard, a fubftantial clown, 
I Ittd brought his corn, one market-day, to town, 
1 U met the Doctor, who look'd vaftly big, 
And iWrnly frown'd beneath his awful wig. 
The rlown, whole heart ftill ran upon his treafure 
Thus KurUM tnc cnu f c °f Syringe's difpleafure : 
I hrt'n't tocn lately at your (hop," quoth Dick, 
Uui don't be angry—for I han't been fiek." 

V, 

THI DOCTOR'* ARMS. 

A IMK'TOH, w ho, for want of Ml, 
Hid limuMiinni cure — and foraetimes kill j 
Cnntrlv'd at length* by many a puff, 
Ami many a bottle till'd with fluff; 
To ralfe his fortunej and his pride^ 
And in a coach, forfooth ! muft ride. 
His family coat long fince worn out, 
What arms to take was all the doubt. 
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A friend, confulted on the cafe, 

Thus anfwer d with a ily grimace : 

" Take fome device in your own way, 

" Neither too folemn, nor too gay 5 

" Three Ducks, fuppofe ; white, grey, or black - T 

" And let your Motto be Quack ! Quack / M 

VI. 

THE EMFTT GUN. 

AS Dick and Tom in fierce difpute engage, 

And, face to face, the noify conteft wage 5 

** Don't cock your chin at me !" Dick fmartly cries j 

"Fear not ! his head's not char go." — a friend replies. 

VIK 

ANCIENT MUSIC. 

A VIRTUOSO friend, a man of worth, 
With much furprife addrefs'd my good Lord North 
u I wonder how your Lordftrip can forbear 
" The pTeafure of our famous club to (hare > 
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u Who meet the ancient mufic to reflate : 

" Such harmony you never heard before. 

" Pray come, my Lord 5 th' effe&'s beyond belief j 

" Brownlow* attends." ' Yes, Sir> but I'm not deaf.* 

EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. 

BY THE SAME. 
If. 44. LIB. III. MODIRWISED. 

THE IMPERTINENT POET+. 

YOU often wonder what the devif 
Can make the town fo damn'd uncivil. 
With what indifference they treat you ! 
There* not a foul that cares to meet you ! 
Where'er you come, what confirmation ! 
What univerfal defolation !— - 
" But for the caufe !" — Why, muft you know it } 
I'll tell you; — you're too great a Poet: 



* Bifliop of Worccfter, faid to be a little deaf. 
+ Printed in Fielding's «« Champion," 174a* 
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And that's a thing true Britons fear, 
More than a tyger or a bear. 
Your man of fenfe, of all God's curfes, 
Dreads nothing, like repeating verfes. 

And really, Tom, you're paft all bearing 
You'd tire a Dutchman out with hearing. 
One muft fubmit, there's no contending j 
You keep one fitting, keep one (landing. — 
Got loofe, with more than decent fpeed, 
I trudge away — yet you proceed. 
Go where one will, there's no retreat 5 
You're at it ftill, repeat, repeat I 
I fly to Nando's* — you are there, 
Stiil thund'ring diftichs in one's ear : 
Thence to the Park— ftill you're as bad y 
The Ladies think you drvfnk or mad : 
« But come 'tis late, at three we dine 
You ftop me with, " a charming line /" 
Now down we fit $ but lo ! repeating . 
Is greater joy to you than eating. 
Quite tir'd, I nod, and try to dofe 5 — 
In vain — you've murder'd all repofe* 

» A Coffee-Houfe, near Temple-Bar* 



But, prithee, Tom, repent in time ; 
You fee the fad effe& of rhyme j 
(And check this humour if you can) 
That fuch an honert, worthy man j 
Wttfi fo much fenfe, and fuch good-nature, 
f Should be fo terrible a creature ! 



lib. a* bp* v« 

WITH you, dear Tom ! I'd often rpend the day, 
And laugh, and chat, and trifle life away; 
But ten long miles, you know, divide us twain? 
Thofe ten make twenty! meafur'd back again. 
Then, o'er the down* with patience mould I come, 
You're always out, at leaft— you're not at home; 
Or bufy, or engag'd in rhyme and metre; 
Or with your child— that entertaining creature f 
In ihort, 4o fie my friend ten miles Td go j 
But twenty not to fee you 11. never do. 

t Vir juftus, probui, innocent— timerii, 

♦ 



I 
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LIB. 2. BP. XLI. 
LOVE AND RESPECT, 

YES $ I fubmit, my Lord ; you've gain'd your end : 
Ira now your (lave, that would have been your friendL 
I'll bow, Til cringe, be fupple as your glove $ 
Hefpeft, adore you— ev'ry thing, bu t l ove, 

, LIB. t. IP. CX. 

TO AN AFFECTED OLD MAID. 

THO' pappa and mamma, my dear, 

So prettily you call, 
Yet you r methinks, yourfelf, appear 

The grand-mamma of all. 

LIB. 8* BP. ^IXt 

» HAL fays he's poor, in hopes you'll lay he's not; 
But take bis word for t ; Hal's not ^wpith m groat. 
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LIB. 8. IP. XIX. IMITATED. 

YOU fay you're old, in hopes we'll fay you're young 
But 'tis your face we credit, not your tongue. 

LIB. 1. BP. XLVII. FAlAPHRASti). 

CELSUS, who late, tho' void of ikilL, 

Profefc'd the healing art, 
Now ac"ls, in league with Pluto ftill, 

The undertaker's part. 

The Doctor's practice, tending more 

To (laughter than to fave, 
Is now the fame as 'twas before, 

To fend folks to their grave. 

LIS. 2. BP. X I n. 

ADVICE TO A CHAPLAIN: FAMILIARISED IN THE 

MANNER OP M. SWIFT. 

PARSON.! 'tis falfe j I'll ne'er beliew 
With liberty you wilh to live : . 
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You tug your chains, and cut your jokes 
On us, poor independent folks.— 
But would you then, indeed, be free ? 
Come, I'll prefcribe without a foe. 

Firft then, 'tis plain you love to eat, 
And haunt the tables of the great : 
You ihun the man, and think him poor, 
That cannot give you <f four and four." 
Indeed, my friend, this mud not be j 
A Parafite can ne'er be free. 

Next, Doctor, you muft drink no wine. 

Ch. Why fo ? Saint Paul, that great divine, 
Says, " Drink a little."— F. That's not the queftion 
You can't afford it. Ch. But for digeftion— - 
F. A glafs of cyder, or old mead, 
Or e'en mild ale, will do the deed. 

Then, you're a captain in your drefs ; 
A good black frize would coft you lefs, 
And look more venerable too, 
Than that grey cloth—which I call blue. 
Talk what you pleafe, you'll ne'er be free, 
If you defpife oeconomy. 

Perhaps, too, you may think a wife 
Among the requifites of life : 

vol. II. D 
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Why, take fbme healthy farmer's daughter, 

Some Blowfalind nay, fpare your laughter: 

Shell mend your ihirts, infpect your brewing j— 
A lady, Sir, would be your ruin. 

Your pars'nage houfe, I own, is mean; 
But fee that fragrant jefiamjne ! 
See how that woodbine, round the door 
And lattice blooms ! ■ W hat would you more? 

Oh ! Doctor, could you but defpife 
Life's pompous fuperfluities 5 
Could you but learn to live content 
With what indulgent Heav'n has fent ; 
Whatc'er your lot, you'd live more free 
Than any prince— in Germany *. 

LIB. 3. tt* XIV. 
BBUJUTOH TUCCI17S. 

A YORKSHIRE Squire, an epicure well known, 
Set forth to fpend his winter months in town : 
But heard the devililh price of beef and pork 5 
Stopt fliort at Highgate, and returned to York. 



Partho rcge. 
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LIB. ft. IP. IX. 
ON A SPUNGING FELLOW. 

WHENCE comes it, that old Frank we fee 
Hunting the Mall, thus, after three ? 
What means that flow and folemn pace ? 
That cloudy look, and rueful face ? 
Why ftarts he thus, and fmites his breaft, 
Like one with fecret grief oppreft ? 
Prone to the earth his drooping head ! 
Why fure his wife or child is dead. 

No, Sir 5 for aught that I can tell, 
Frank's wife and children all are well. 
And heav'n vouchfafe their lives to fpare ! 
For lovely boys and girls they are 3 
As like old Frank as they can flare. 

His money s out in proper hands, 
Or well fecur'd on mortgaged lands. 
Nor lofs of intereft or of rent 
By bankruptcies does Frank lament. 

Whence is this grief, then, prithee fay f 
Why, Sir, Frank dines at home to-day. 

Da 
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THE DANGLER. 

BY THE SAME. 

CHARAfD with the empty found of pompous words* 

Carlo vouchfafes to dine with none but Lords j 

Whilft rank and titles all his thoughts employ. 

For thefe he barters every focial joy : 

For thefe, what you and I fincerely hate, 

He lives in form, and often ftarves in ftate. 

Carlo, enjoy thy peer ! content to be 

Rather a ilave to him than friend to me. 

Go, fell the fubftance to retain the (hew ; 

May you fee m happy— whilft I'm really fo !. 

VANITY AND AVARICE. 

BY THE SAME. 

THE wretch that courts the fordid great* 

And with the fplendid Fiona dines, 
Is tantaliz'd in empty ftate, ' 

And thirds amidft his coftly wines. 
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There's Burgundy, he lets you know. 

There's bright Champaigne's more fprightly juice: 
There's Claret too— but all for (hew ; 

The honeft Port alone's for ufe. 

Thus vex'd, his tortur'd guefts complain, 
And Hare at what they fear to touch ; 

Thus Florio, covetous and vain, 
Still does too little— or too much. 

ro> 

THE HOGS OF H K. 

BY THE SAMB. 

KING Bladud once efpy'd fome hogs, 
Lie wallowing in the (teaming bogs ; 
Whence iflued forth thofe fulph'rous fprings, 
Since honour d by more potent kings. 

Vex'd at the brutes alone pofleffing 
What ought to be a common blefling, 
He drove them thence, in mighty wrath, 
Arid built the (lately town of Bath. 

The hogs — thus banitfi'd by the Prince — 

Had lurk'd at H k ever fince. 

D 3 
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THE (ECONOMIST. 



BT TBI SAM I. 

LAURA, profufc as city dame can be, 

Still piques herfelf on her (Economy : 

She ne'er will buy a thing that's dear, Ihe TOWS. 

Yet, by her bargains, pillages her fpoufe. 

« That fet of china was the cheapeft thing ! — 

u »Xis fine enough to entertain the king. 

« This cambric, {lily flipp'd into her hand, 

« Was fuch a bargain— {he could not withftand ! 

o That cloth, tho' dear, coft nothing, one may fey 3 — 

•* 'Twill wear for ever, and I know 'twill pay." 

Then (he has bought the fineft goofe in town \ 

They afk'd three Ihillings — but took half-a -crown. 

« And don't you think this ham prodigious cheap ? 

a We did not want it— but, you know, 'twill keep." 

Her friends with bargains thus poor Laura treats, 

Laughs a! her tradefmen, whilft herfelf (he cheats j 

But, Laura, flop in time 5 too late, I fear, 

you'll find ihefe bargains coft you dev'lijh dear. 
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TO f ESQi ANTIQUARY, AND F.R.S 

BY THE SAME. 

GIVE me the thing that's pretty, odd, and new ; 
All ugly, old, odd things — I leave to you. 

DIOGENES TO ARISTIPPUS. 

BY THE SAME. 

CLOY'D with ragouts, you fcorn my limple food ; 
And think good eating is man's only good : 
I afk no more than Temperance can give ; 
You live to eat, I only eat — to live. 

ON THE DEATH OF AN EPICURE, 

BY THE SAM'S. 

AT length, my friends, the Jtaft of life is o'er^ 
I've eat lufficient, I can drink no more : 
My night is come $ I've fpent a jovial day ; 
'Tis time to part ; hut, ok I— what is to fay f 
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ON IIICTIKO A MONUMENT TO SHAKIPIAftl, UNDIIt TBI 
DIRECTION Of MR. FOPS, LORD BURLINGTON, Sec. 

BY THE SAME* 

TO mark her Shakfpeare's worth, and Britain's love, 
Let Pope deiign, and Burlington approve : 
Superfluous care ! when diftant times (hall view 
This tomb grown old — his works fhall Hill be new. 

ON A BAD SINGER. FROM LUCILIUS. 

BY THE SAME* 

WHEN fcreech-owls fcream, their note portend* 
To frighted mortals, death of friends y 
But when Corvino drains his throat, 
E'en fcreech-owJs ficken at the note. 

ON A PILFERING QUACK. 

AN EPIGRAM FROM THI GR1KK. 
BY THE SAME. 

CELSUS takes of, by dint of fku%. 

Each bodily difafter $ 
But takes a/fpoons, without a pill, 

Your plate, without a plafier. 
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THE RIVAL BEAUTIES. FROM RUFINUS. 

BY THE 8 A MI. 

THREE lovely nymphs, contending for the prize* 
Dilplay'd their charms before my critic eyes : 
Superior beauties heighten'd every grace, 
And feem'd to mark them of celeftial race : 
But I, who, blefs'd like Paris, fear'd his fall, 
Swore each a Venus was, — and pleas'd them alL 



THE MISER'S VAULTS/ 

BY THE SAME. 
Servata centum clavibus. ho*. 

THY cellars, friend, may jufHy vaults be ftyl'd, 
Where calks on calks, on, bottles bottles pil'd, 
By locks and bolts fo clolely are confin'd, 
Thy liquors dead — and buried to mankind. 
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ON AN OLD GENTLEMAN S MARRYING A 
FINE SINGING GIRL. 

BY THE SAME. 

FAM'l) for the mudc of her ftrain*, 
A warbling Linnet, o'er the plains* 

Ami through the neighbouring groves, was known j 
The Squire, as late he trudged along, 
Wnn ntvifh'd with this Linnet's fong, 

And wifh'd to make the bird his own. 

With curious art the fnare was fet, 
1 f r caught her in his filken net-— 

(Ye fwuins, the public lofs deplore !) 
She lluttrm round her gilded cage ; 
Look* pretty j but, I dare engage, 

Will charm him with her fongs no more. 

THE SAD ALTERNATIVE. 

BY THE SAME. 

IN heat of youth, poor Jack engag'd a wife, 

Whofe tongue, he found, might prove a fcourge for life ; 
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Perplex'd, he (till put off the evil day; 
Grew fick, at length — and juft expiring lay. 
To which fad crifis having brought the matter, 
" To wed, or die" — Jack wifely chofe the latter. 



ON A GUARDIAN'S MARRYING HIS RICH WARD. 
BY THE SAME, 

MARIUS, by Calvus left in truft, 
Does but the thing that's flri&ly juft} 
To teftify his great regard, 
And better to fecure his ward 
From Irifli bites, and fave her pelf, 
He wifely— marries her himfelf. 



TO AN OLD LADY WHO BUILT A HOUSE IN A 
VERY BLEAK SITUATION. 

BY THE SAME* 

HER winds to feamen fells the Lapland witch ; 
Would vou but trade in winds, you'd loon grow rich. 
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ON A GLOBE OF THE WORLD. 

BT THE SAM B. 
TINNlTl INAN1 IfT. 

TRY, ere you purchafe j hear the bauble ring : 
'lit all a cheat j a hollow, empty thing ! 

VOLT AIRES VISIT TO CONGREVE* 

BY THB SAME, 

KRK France, intent on her Utopian plan, 

Had fpum'd all laws f aflat " the rights of man," 

On liberty fo tealouily employ 'd, 

Both liberty and property deftroyVl* 

She long had view'd, with envy— and applaufe, 

The matchlcfs fyfiem of our Britilh laws : 

When young Voltaire, by freedom's charms infpir'd, 

To freedom's feat from defpotifm retir'd. 

Here heroes he beheld, who bravely fought ; 
Patriots, who wifely planned, or greatly thought ; 

* See Johnfoa'a Life of Congrevc. 
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Philofophers and bards of glorious name, 
Pope, who pofiefs'd, Young rifing into fame : 
Congreve had long the temple's height attain d, 
Yet fcorn'd the art, by which that height he gain'd. 
V oltaire, by laudable ambition led 
To view the bard, whofe works he oft had read, 
Now introduced, the youth with rapture fir'd, 
Exprefs'd how much the poet he admir'd ! 

" Young man!" fays Congreve, " you're of France, 
Ifindj 

" But poliflYd manners, and a liberal mind 
'% Unite us all :— yet you're deceiv'd, I fear, 
4< *Tis as a gentleman, I fee you here." 

Sir! quoth Voltaire, we've gentlemen in Franee, 
Who drefs, and bow, talk polities, and dance $ 
But you are more— and therefore am I come : 
And, were you not, Sir, I had ftaid at home. 



VOL. II. 
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MARTIAL. LIB. II. EP. VIL 

DECLAMAS BELLB, &C. 

MOOIXNIZKD. 

t 

BY THE SAME* 

YES, you're a pretty preacher, Sir, we know it, 
Write pretty novels*, are a pretty poet 5 
A pretty critic, and tell fortunes \ too; 
Then who writes farce or epigrams like you ? 
At every ball haw prettily you nick it ! 
You fiddle, ting, play prettily at cricket. 
Yet, after all, in nothing you excel, 
Do all things prettily , but nothing well. 
What (hall I call you ?— fay the beft I can, 
You are, my friend, a very bufy % man. 

* Bellas, hiftorias. 
+ Bettut es afirohgus. 
t Magnus es ArdelU. 
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MART. LIB. 11. BP. L. 

r BY TUB SAME. 

Hcc nofle falua eft adolefcentulis. tie. 

THERE'S not an hour, my Phillis, inlhe day, 
But you contrive to make mjr fondnefs pay. 
Your maid, an artful flut, now cries, « Alas ! 
" What (hall I do ? I've broke my lady's glafc." 
Then Phillis comes herfelf, in tears, poor thing 1 
And tells me (he has loft her favourite ring, 
Or dropt, perchance, a diamond from her locket- 
Then, a new piece of filk muft* pick my pocket. 
Behold her next, her eflence-box produce, 
Which wants fome rich perfume, or eau-de-luce. 
Now an old hag, pretending to divine 
And folve her dreams, muft have fome old tent winef. 
I then for fifh the market muft explore, 
Some demirep will dine with us at four. 

• Furtiva Inert. 

+ " Nigra" to appcafe the infernal deitita. 

E 2 
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But, prithee, Phillis, pay fome fmall regard 
To juftice — and my generous flame regard .- 
Since I refufe you nothing, how can you 
Thus pick my pocket — and refufe me too h 



A PINT OF WINE IS BETTER IHAff A BOTTLE. 
BY THE SAME* 

YOU dine with Lords, and, with infulting air, 
Repeat, in favoury terms, your bill of fare : 
I, happy to efcape a fumptubus treat, 
Enjoy the vetiifon — which I did net eat. 



EQUALITY j or, THE DYING LOVER. 



BY THE SAME. 



YOUNG Corydon, a forward blade, 

The offspring of a Tquire, 
Addrefs'd a lovely, blooming maid> 

Whofe father was a dyer. 
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w A Dyer's daughter !" cries his dad, 

" What ! many her ! O fye !" 
" Why not, Sir?" fays the honeft lad, 
* " You know toe all muft die" 

TRANSLATION OF A DISTICH, WRITTEN BY ATTIR- 
BURY, WHEN A 'WESTMINSTER SCHOLAR, ON THE 
FIGURE OF JUDAS, IN THE ALT A*-PI EC E, SAID 
TO BR TAKEN FROM A WELL-KNOWN CHARACTER.- 

Falleris hac te.qui pingi fub imagine credis, 
Non fimilis Judas eft tibi — paenituit*. 

THINK not by Judas thou art reprefented, 
Though Judas was a thief— yet l\t repented. 

AN CECONOMICAL REFLECTION. 

BY THE SAME. 

Scclus eji jugulare Falernum. Mart. 
Tis fin to murder good Port wine. 

WINE, mix'd with water, moft wife men agree, 
Is downright murder, .and adultery. 

* I cannot recollect a more fcvere ftroke of fatire, con- 
veyed in fo few .words. G. 

E 3 
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Water defil'd is like a wife unchafte, 
And wine, thus murder'd, palls upon the tafte. 
Would you with me then wifh, my firiend, to dine, 
Drink water, if you pleafe— but fpare my wine. 



THE FRUGAL VIRTUOSO, 

BY THE SAME. 

WHY does our friend thus fill his houfe, 

With heads of ancient fages, 
Who, 'tis well known, ne'er car'd a loufe 

For all their learned pages ? 

Mull I then name the caufe r I will ; 

Our friend, to fave his chink, 
His houfe with company would fill, 

Who neither eat nor drink*. 



* The witty Dean of St. Patrick's has anticipated this 
thought. See Vol. I. p. 35. 
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THE PANACEA. 

BY THE SAME*., 

MY grand-mother, good Mrs. Shandy $ 
Is a great friend to good French brandy. 
If you are fick, lhe'11 then command ye, 
To take a glafs of good French brandy : 
If you are well, and her bottle handy, 
She recommends a glafs of brandy. 
Have you caught cold ? No fbgar-candy 
Is half fo good as a little brandy : 
If hot, or faint, youll find good brandy, 
Believe me, Sir, folamen grandc. 
Fatigu'd at cricket, or at bandy, 
What's better than a little brandy ? 
If on the road the fun has tann'd ye, 
Why, wafli your face with a little brandy : 
Should you be fca-fick, let 'em land ye, 
And take a quart of right Nantz brandy. 
Your Jlomach achs ? — I underftand ye — 
Here — take this glafs of good French brandy : 

* I (hall not be thought, I believe, to have made too 
copious a Selection from tlfc Poematia of Mr. Graves. Ia 
Mr. G. whofe fpritely Ingenuity has fo often amuftd us 
on the Road of Life, the Reader will recollect the Friend 
and Corrcfpondent of Shenftone. 
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You've ftrain'd your Ug, vi ambulandi, 
Bathe it with water mizt with brandy* 
Nay, if your eyes fore, Mrs. Shandy. 
Still recommends a little branny. 
In fhort, (he thinks you never can die, 
If feafon'd well with right French brandy. 

EPIGRAM FROM THE LATIN OF DR. JOHNSON, 
BY MRS. PIOZZI.. 
TO A YOUNO LADY, WHO IFOKZ IN FRAXSK O.T LIBUTT^ 

PERSUASIONS to freedom fall oddly from you j 
If freedom we feek fair Maria*, adieu !. 

• «« Molly Afton (faid Dr. Johnfbn to Mrs. Piozzi), was 
a beauty and a fcholar, and a wit and a whig, and (he 
talked all in praifeof liberty ; and fo L made. this epigram 
upon her. 

«• Liber ut efle vclim, fuafifti, pulchra Maria;. 
«« Ut maneam liber, pulchra Maria, vale! 

" She was the lovelicft creature I ever faw !" 

"Will it do this way in Englifti, Sir?" faid Mrs* 
Piozzi, repeating her tranflation. 

«* It will do well enough," replied he, " but it is 
tranflated by a Lady, and the Ladies never loved Molly 
Afton." 
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VERSES. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHEN lurking Love in ambufh lie** 
Under Friendfliip's fair difguife, 
When he wears an angry mien,. 
Imitating Spite or Spleen, 
When, like Sorrow, he feduces, 
When, like Pleafure, he amines, 
Still, howe'er the parts are caft, 
"Tis but lurking Lovt at laft. 



ON TBI BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD** LIBRARY,. 
TOGETHER WITH HIS MSS. BY THE MOB, IN THE 
MONTH OF JUNE, 1780. 

BY WILLIAM CaWPEB> ESQ. 

WHEN wit and genius meet their doom, 

In all-devouring flame, . 
They tell us of the fate of Rome, 

And bid us fear the fame. 
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O er Murray's I06 the Mufes wept, 

They felt the rude alarm, 
Yet blefs'd the guardian care that kept 

His facred head from harm. 

There Memory, like the bee that's fed 

From Flora's balmy ftore, 
The quinteflence of all he read 

Had treafur'd up before. 

The lawlefs herd, with fury blind, 
Have done him cruel wrong 5 

The Jlowrs are gone — but ftill we find: 
The honey on his tongue. 

OU OBIKRVING IOM1 KAMIS Of 1, ITT LB NOT! 
CORDID IN THE BI9GRAPHIA BRITANNICA. 

BY THE SAME. 

OH, fond attempt to give a deathlefs lot 
To names ignoble,* bora to be forgot ! 
In vain, recorded in hiftoric page, 
They court the notice of a future age : 
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Thole twinklings tiny luftres of the land, 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand; 
Lethean gulphs receive them as they fall, 
And dark oblivion foon abforbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children ufe, 
Has burnt to tinder a ftale laft year s news, 
The flame extincl, he views the roving fire — 
There goes my Lady, and there goes the 'Squire, 
There goes the Parfon, oh, illuftrious fpark ! 
And there, fcarce lefs illuftrious, goes the Clerk J 



A DISTICH, 

BY THE SAME. 

i 

AT THI REQUEST OF A GENTLEMAN, WHO IMPOK- 
TUNM HIM TO WRITS SOMETHING IN HIS TOCKXT 
ALBUM* 

I WERE indeed indifferent to Fame, 
Grudging two lines t* immortalize my name. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BT B. WALSH, M. IX 
IMITATED FROM THI FRKVCH OP PI RON. 

LET thofe, who mine in gallantry, 
Boaft of miftrefs' — fair and many, 

Only ten belong to me, 

And the youngeft is my fanny. 

But the other charming nine, 
Neither jealous, noraverfe, 

In her praifes, all combine 
To infpire my votive verfe. 

FROM THE LATIN OF OWEN./ 

BT THE SAME. 



NATURE abhors a Vacuum ! Bubo faid, 
Bubo, you're wrong — the Vacuum's in your head. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

BECAUSE I'm filent, for a fool 
Beau Clincher doth me take 
I know he's one, by furer rule, 
For — I heard Clincher fpeak. 

WRITTEN UNDER A FINE STATUE OF ARIADNE. 
BY THE SAME. 

BY faithlefs Lover now no longer croft, 
I gain a thoufand for the one I loft. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THB SAME. 

WITH wig profound old Galen cries 
" My patients ne'er complain !" 

I do believe thee, Ned replies, 
Thou put'ft them— out of pain. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

A FRIGID rhymer, tho' an ardent lover, 
The reafon readily thou may ft difcover 
That Phillis with thy paffion is not pleas'd— 
Thy verfe puts out the fpark thy love had rais'cL 

ON SEEING A NARCISSUS IN THE BOSOM OF A 
BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 

BY THB SAME. 

■ IF Chloe's fwelling feat of joy 
Had been thy blifsful bier, 
Then had'ft thou died, enamour'd Boy ! 
Not for Thyfelf— but Her. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHY in your breaft fo dubious a debate 

Between a married and a fingle Hate ? 

A Father's wife example ne'er mifcarried, 

And He, you know, friend Thomas, — never married. 
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HON. THOMAS ERSKINK BEING MUCH IND1SP0SED> 
ONI EVENING AT LADY PAYNE'S, HER LADYSHIP 
BEGGED HIM TO RETIRE AND LIE DOWN J HE RE* 
TURNED WITH THE IOLLOWIMO COUPLET IN Hit 
HAND : 

TIS true, I am ill; but I need not complain, 

For he never knew pkajuri, who never, knew Payne. 



TO MISS ******, 

BY BRYAN EDWARDS, BSCL 

O CLEAR that cruel, doubting brow, 

I'll call on mighty Jove 
To witnefs this eternal vow j — 

Tis you alone I love ! 

" Pray leave the God to foft repofe," 

The Imiling maid replies, 
u For Jove but laughs at lovers* oaths, 

u And lovers* perjuries. w 
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By honoured Beauty's gentle pow'r I 

By Friendfhip's holy flame ! 
" Ah ! what is Beauty, but a flow'r, 

" And Frienflihip but a name ?" 

By thofe dear, tempting lips, I cried 5 — 
With arch, ambiguous look, 

Convinc'd, my*Chloe glanc'd afide, 
And bade me kifs the book. 



JEUX D'ESPRIT 

PRESENTED TO TWO FRENCH LADIES OF EMI- 
NENCE, ON A VISIT AT STRAWBERRY HILL, 
BY THE EARL OF ORFORD. 

TO MADAME OX VILLIGAGNON, ON THE SEIZURE OF 
HER CLOTHE* BY THE CUSTOM-HOUSE OFFICERS. 

PARDON, fair traveller, the troop 

That barr'd your wardrobe's way, 
Nor think your filks, your gown, and hoop, 

Were objedb of their prey. 
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Ah ! who, when svthoris'd by law 

To ftrip a form Ufce yours, 
Would reft content with what he few, 

And not exert his powers ? 

TO MADAME DE DAMAS, LEARNING ENGLISH. 

THOUGH Britilh accents your attention fire, 
You cannot learn fo faft as we admire. 
Scholars, like you, but flowry can improve, 
For who would teach you, but the verb—/ love ? 

EPIGRAMS 

FROM PROFSSIOR CARLYLl'l " SPECIMENS OF ARA- 
BIAN POETRY} FROM TH1 EARLIEST TIME TO THE 
EXTINCTION OF THE KHALIPHAT 

TO A FEMALE CUP-BEARER. 

BY ABD ALSALAM BEN RAGBAN. 

COME, Leila, filj the goblet up, 

Reach round the rofy wine ; 
Think not that we will take the cup 

From any hand but thine.. 

* An ingenious Volume printed at the Cambridge Pre fs 
laft Year* 

^3 
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A draught, like this, 'twere vain to feck, 

No grape can fuch fupply ; 
It deals its tint from Leila's cheek, 

Its brightnefi from her eye. 



ON A VALETUDINARIAN. 

BY EBN ALHUMI. 

SO careful is Isa, and anxious to laft, 

So afraid of himfelf is he grown, 
He fwears through two noftrils the breath goes 
fad, 

And he's trying to breathe thro* but one. 



ON A MISER. 

BY THE SAME. 

« HANG her, a thoughtlefs, wafteful fool, 
" She fcatters corn, where'er Ihe goes"— 

Quoth Hassan, angry at his mule, 
That dropt a dinner to the crows. 
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TO CASSIM OBID ALLAH, 

THB VIZIS. OV HATAOHlfi, UPON TH1 DIATH OF ONI 
OT BX8 SONS. 

BY ALY BEN AffMBD BEN MANSOUH. 

POOR Caffim, thou art doom'd to mourn 

By deftiny's decree $ 
Whatever happens, it muft turn 

To mifery for thee. 

Two fons hadft thou, the one thy pride, 

The other was thy peft ; 
Ah, why did cruel Death decide 

To fnatch away the beft ? 

No wonder thou fhould'ft droop with woe, 

Of fuch a child bereft } 
But now thy tears muft doubly flow, 

For, ah !— — the other's left. 



TO A FRIEND, UPON HIS BIRTH DAY*. 

WHEN born, in tears we faw thee dtown'd, 
While thine aifembled friends around 

With fmiles tjieir joy confeft ; 
So live, that, at thy parting hour, 
They may the flood of forrow pour, 

And thou in fmiles be dreft. - 

TO A LADY, UPON SEEING HER BLUSH. 

BY THE KHALIPH RADHI BILLAH. 

LEILA, whene'er I gaze on thee, 

My alter'd cheek turns pale, 
While upon thine, fweet maid, I (be 

A deep'ning blufh prevail. * 

Leila, (hall I the caufe impart 
Why fuch a change takes place ? 

The crimfon ftream deferts my heart,. 
To mantle on thy face. 

• This little Piece deferves particular Attention. 
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THE INCONSISTENT. 

TO A LADY, UPON HER, A E-F U 1 A L OF A FtllXNT OF 
MIX.ON8, AMD HIi REJECTION OF THE ADDR>E8»E» 
OF AN ADMIRER. 

WHEN I fent you my melons, you cried out, with 
fcorn, 

" They ought to he heavy, and torinkUd, and yellotb :* 
When I offered myfelf, whom thofe graces adorn, 
You flouted, and call'd me an ugly, old fellow. 

ON A LITTLE MAN, WITH A VERY LARGE 
BEARD. 

BY ISAAC BBN KHALI F. 

HOW can thy chin that burden bear? 

Is it all gravity to (hock ? 
Is it to make the people ftare, 

And be thyfelf a laughing-ftock ? 

When I behold thy little feet 

After thy beard obfequious run, 
I always fancy that I meet 

Some father followed by his fon* 
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A man like thee fcarce e'er appear'd — 
A beard like thine — where (hall we find it ? 

Surely thou cheriiheft t&% beard, 
In hopes to hide thyfelf behind it. 

TO YOUTH. 

BY BBW AL&ABLAf 

IN HIS OLD ACE. 

YES, Youth, thou'rt fled, and 1 am left, 
Like yonder defolating baw'r,. 

By winter's ruthlefe hand bereft 
Of every leaf, and every flow'r. 

With heaving heart, and ftrcaaring eyes, 
I woo'd thee to projong thy ftay, 

But vain were all my tears and fighs, 
Thou only fled'ft more faft awa;. 

Yet tho* thou fled'ft. away fo fe**, 

I can recaL thee, if I will j 
For I can talk of what is paft, 

And, while I talk, enjoy thee fiili. 
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ON LOVE. 

8Y ABOU ALY, THE MATHEMATICIAN, 

I NEVER knew a fpritely fair, 

That was not dear to me, 
And freely I my heart could fhare 

With every one I fee. 

It is not this or that alone, 

On whom my choice would fall 5 

I do not more incline to one 
Than I incline to all* 

The circle's bounding line are they 

Its center is my beart, 
My ready love, the equal ray 

That flows to every part. 

A REMONSTRANCE WITH A DRUNKARD. 

JBY YAHIA BEN SALAMET. 

AS drench 'd in wine, the other night, 

Lbid from the banquet fallied, 
Thus I reprov'd his drunken plight, 

Thus he my prudence rallied. 
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« Jn bev'rage fo impure and vile, 
« How can'ft thou thus delight ? M 

* My cups/ he anfwer*d with a fmile, 

* Are generous and bright' 

" Beware thofe dangerous draughts/' I cried, 

" With love the goblet flows." 
4 And curft is he/ the youth replied, 

' Who hatred only knows.' 

" Thofe cups, too foon with ficknefs fraught, 
" Thy ftomach lhall deplore." — 

* Then foon,' he cried, * the noxious draught, 

* And all its ills are o'er.' 

44 Ralh Youth, thy guilty joys refign !" 

* I will,' at length he faid ; 

4 I vow Til bid adieu to wine— 
' As foon as I am dead.' 
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EPIGRAM. 

* ST HENRY JAMBS PTE, ESO. P. L. 
OMNIA VXNCIT AMOR. 

LOVE, though WrgiT* lays afcribe 
Reliftlefs pow'r to thee, 

Yet ftill I thought the happy tribe 
Of Dullnefs ever free ; 

Potent I deemed her ample ihield 

Her favorite fons to favc, 
Though to thy foft dominion yield 

The virtuous, wife, and brave : 

But fince I fee, thy votary grown, 
E'en Paridel obey, 

1 find myfelf compelled to own 

Thy UNIVERSAL SWAY. 



VOL. tl. 
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1NSCRXFTI0N V NOES. A TlCXVK% OF THE EDITOR Of 
• BAKSUAaVs MANUSCRIPT ft) 17$6. 

AT WILLIAM MASON, M. A. 

PARODY. 

FOUR Forgers, born in one prolific age, 

Much critical acumen did engage. 

The firit was foon by doughty Douglas fear d, 

Tho* John/on would have lcreen cl him, had he dar'd*j 

The nextf had all the cunning of a Scot ; 

The third { invention, genius — nay, what not ? 

Fraud, now exhaufted, only could difpenie 

To her fourth fon their three-fold impudence. 

• When Lauder firft produced hi* Forgery refpefting 
Milton, Dr. Johnfon ufhered it into the World by a Pre- 
face, and afterwards wrote Lauder's Recantation. Some 
of his numerous Biographers have endeavoured to prove 
the Do&or no Party concerned : however this may be, the 
virulence he afterwards flfcew«d to Milton* isi the Life 
which he wrote of him. for the Bookseller*, lcada fairly to 
fupport my Aflertion, that he would have defended Lauder, 
had he been in any fort defenfible. M. 

f Tranflator of Fingal, Temora, Sec. Af. 

J Difcoverer and Tranfcriber of Rowley's Poems* M. 
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t6 a lady who lamented she could not 

SING. 

BY BDWAED J ERN INGHAM, E8CL 

/ 

u OH ! give to Lydia, ye bleft pow'rs r I cried, 
" A Voice ! the only gift ye have denied."-*** 
' A Voice V fays Venus, with a laughing air, 

* A Voice \ ftrange ofcje& of a Lover's prayer ! 

* Say — fhall your chofen fair refemble moft 

* Yon Philomel, whofe voice is all her boaft, 

* Or, curtain'd round with leaves, yon mournful dove, 
' That hoarfely murmurs to the confeious grove V 

" Still more unlike," faid I, « be Lydia's note, 
" The pleating tone of Philomela's throat, 
" So to the hoarfeneis of the murmuring Dove 
« She joins ('tis all I afk) the Turtle's Love !" 



t 
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L1NIS OCCASIONED BY MRS. MONTACU'f FALL, AS 
•HI WAS OOINO DOWN THI STAIRS AT iT. JAMES**, 
TIB. 4, 1785. 

BY TUB SAME* 

YE radiant fair ! Ye Hebes ofthc day f 
Who heedlefs laugh your little hour away, 
Let caution be your guide, when next ye iport 
Within the precin&s of the fplendid court : 
Th' event of yefterday for prudence calls, — 
Tis dangerous treading where Minerva falls. 

TO THE RIGHT HOKOURABLE LADY HERVEY. 
BY THE SAME. 

LATE in the Graces* annals have I read, 
The myrtle wreath adorn'd your youthful head, 
That you, unrivaU'd, trod th' Idalian green, 
And that the Loves elected you their Queen : 
Of jealous Time defpife the trivial harm, — 
Still by your Wit you conquer, reign, and charm $ 
JThe learn'd, throughout the realm, your genius own, 
And Hervey only has exchang'd her Throne. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY J. WALCOT, M.D. 

SEE Clodio happy in his own dear fenfe ! 
And, hark ! the World crie#, " coxcomb in fh' 

Now let me undertake the Fop'4 defence*-* 
What man could ever be content with left ? 

TO ANACREON. 

BY THE SAME. 

GHOST of Anacreon, quit the fhadVs, 
And with thee bring thy fweet old Lyre 5, 

To praife the firft of Britifh maids, 
Whofe charms will fet thy foul on fire. 

But hold — 'twere better keep away — 
Of juftice nroft thy Harp defpaix 1 , 

Which fdted rery well thy day, 
That lW no Dtenfel half fo fair. 

g a 
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TO CHLOE. 

BT THB SAME. 

DEAR Chloe, well I know the fwain„ 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain. 

And who, alas ! can blame him 
Affect not, Chloc, a fnrprife : 
Look but a moment on thtft eyes, 

Thou It aik me not to name him. 



. ^MN1» ENCLOSED IN A LETTER-CASE, ONI SID* OP 
WHICH RIPRESENTED A LYRE, AND THE OTHER A 
WREATH OF LAUREL) EMBROIDERED BY MRS. HAY- 
LEY, AS A PRESENT TO MISS SEWARD. 

BY WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

GO, graceful fymbols of poetic fire, 

Which Friendfhip's needle has with pleafure trae'd, 
Go, thou embroider'd wreath, and Mufe's lyre, 

A gift to Genius from the band of Tafte. 
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Thou filken volume, by Eliza wrought, 

When Seward's verfe is treafur'd in thy folds, 
Shield that bright charge^— and may thy form be 
thought 

A Cafket worthy of the Gem it holds. 
EPIGRAM, 

IKOlf TBI LATIN OF IOD&NI. 
BY GILBERT WAKEFIELD, B. A. 
DIFKNDIT NUlflRUJ. 

TO all the Tabby kind alone 
Fate has a partial kindnefs fhown. 
Their thread to thrice three lengths is run ; 
Their life on thrice three fpindles fpun. 
Is Pufs thrown headlong to the.ftreet 
From a houfe-top ? She finds her feet. 
Should butchers and their curs annoy her ? 
Nor butchers nor their curs deftroy her. 
Should (he loft three or e'en four lives ? 
By more than half Jhe JHU furvives. 
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TO GALLA. 

JftOM TBI I. AT I*. 
BY T. ». NO BOATS* 

GALLA, the feafons of each circling year, 
To thee, my Lore, thek choictft ofFrings bear. 
Spring thy young cheeks with blufhful purple dies, 
And Summer lights her luftres in thine eyes > 
Autumn her apples in thy bofom throws. 
And Winter clothes thee with her whiteft ihows. 



ON TROY. 

BT /. A I KIN* M. D. 

WHERE, haplefs Ilium ! are thy heav'n-built walls* 
Thy high embattled tow'rs thy fpacious halls j. 
Thy folemn temples, fill'd with forms divine j 
Thy guardian Pallas, in her awful fhrine ? 
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The mighty He&or, where ? — thy fav'rite boait f 
And all thy valiant fons, a numerous hoft 3 
Thy arts, thy arms, thy riches, and thy (late j 
Thy pride of pomp, and all that made thee great ? 
Thefe, proftrate all, in dull and ruin lie 
But thy tranfeendent fame can never die : 
Tis not in fate to fink thy glories pail 5 
They Jill the world, and with the world Jhall laft* 



EPIGRAM. 

»Y THE REV. GEORGE HVDDE8F0ED. 

A CASE OF CONSCIENCE SUBMITTED TO A LATE 
DIGNITARY Of THE CHURCH, ON HIS NARCOTIC 
EXPOSITION OF THE FOLLOWING TEXT I 

" Watch and pray, left ye enter into Temptation." 

BY our Paftor perplext, 

How fliall we determine * 
" Watch and Pray/' fays the text,. 

" Go to Sleep," fays the seem on*. 
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EPIGftAlVL 

BY THE- S-AME*. 

WHILE Dick to Combs hoftility proclaims, 
A neighbouring taper fets his hair in flames.— 
The blaze extinct, permit us to inquire : 
" Were there no lives loft, Richakd, in this fire? 1 

THE PARADOX: 

NED FRIGHTENED OUT OF HIS WITSw 
BY THE SAME. 

——cave ne ttiubet. ho*. 

EMPTY the flafk, difcharg'd the fcore> 
Ned ftagger'd from the tavern door, 
And falling in his drunken fits* 
Crippled his Nofe, and loft his Wits $ 
But from the kennel foon emerging 
His nofe repairs by help of lurgeon : 
That done, the Leech peeps in his brain 
To find his Wits,— but peeps in vain. 
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41 *Ijs hard," the Patient cries, " to fefe 

4< Wits not a whit the worfe for ufe j 

" Wits, which I always laid afide 

" For great occafions, art and dried " 

(Tho* here the cafe was falfely put : 

His Wits were dried* Himfelf was cut.) 

4t Wits like the continental aloe, 

" Which for a century lies fallow $ 

** Wits never prodigally walled ; 

*' Like choke conserves, but rarely tailed : 

*' Wits hu(banded, not fpent at random ; 

" Cork'd up, like cordials, for my Grandam : 

" Wits, which if all your wealth could buy — Sir, * 

" You would not be a jot Hie wifer." 

Tho' plain appear d in every face 
A fellow feeling of his cafe, 
Yet ftill, to lhew their Wits were found, 
His boon companions throng around, 
And fagely, one and all, accoft him : 
*' Why, Ned, I wonder how you loft 'em !" 
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Ah! let them drink their Port in peace. 
For miracles will never ceafe ; 
And if Nbd's loss op wits afbond 'em, 
How muft they wonder when jib's fouhd 'km * 

EPIGRAMS. * 

BT T. PABBU 
MORAL ARITHMETIC. 

FLAM, to my face, is oft too kind, 
He over-rates both worth and talents : 

But then he never fails, I find, 
When we're apart — to ftrike the balance. 

A MAN OF PUNCTUALITY. 

HAL fent me word he'd dine with me 

Precifely at the hour of three j 

But, meeting with fome tavern-goer, 

Agreed to join his mefs at four. 

With which, d'ye think he kept his word ? 

" Perhaps, with both." No, friend, the third 

Happen'd to crofs him on his way, 

And he with him has pafs'd the day. 
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SECOND SIGHT. 

SCOTUS, you fay, has loft his mate, 
Yet bears it with a manly woe : 

Why he, poor man, forefaw his fate, 
So chofe another — months ago. 



CRESCIT AMOR WUMMI QUANTUM IPSA PECUN1A 
CRESCIT. 

TEN thoufand pounds Avaro had before 
His Father died, who left him twenty more. 
Till tfien a roll and egg he would allow, 
But eggs grow dear, a roll mull dine him now. 

TO A FRIEND, ON HIS BEING LAMPOONED. 

WHY feem furpriz'd that ribald Sly 
O'er you his Grub-ftreet bounty fcatters ? . 

When a full mud-cart pafles by, 
Tis odds that you efcape the fpatters. 



VOL. II. 



H 
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TO HIM, WHO LAMENTED SEEING A BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN WEEP. 

BY MRS. M. ROBINSON. 

*rtlE lucid Tear, from Lesbians eye, 
Down her fofl cheek in pity flows, 

As ether drops forfake the iky. 

To cheer the dropping, bluihing rose. 

For, like the sun, her eyes diffufe 
O'er her fair face fo bright a ray, 

That Tears muft fall, like heav'nly Dews? 
Left the twin roses fade away. 

TO . 

BY THE SAME. 

ON the bafe (hrine of fordid Love 
Lay all the gems of India's more ! 

My mind fuch gifts will never move : 
Give me thy heart — I afk no more ! 



t 
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Or, if thou think'ft thy throbbing breaft 
Would fbarce endure a vacant fpace 5 
* Ah, fet thy fearful heart at reft j 

I'll give thee mine, to fill its place! 

IMPROMPTU. 
ON AN ANTIQUATED AND SPLENETIC BEAUTY. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHEN Myra bloom'd at gay fifteen, 
Mankind proclaimed her beauty's queen, 

And ev'ry heart ador'd her ! 
Now Myra trembles at threefcorej 
The barb'rous fex, alas ! no more 

A {ingle glance afford her ! 

Now slander occupies her hours, 

And spleen her wither'd frame devours j. 

Of envious fate complaining ! 
Tis thus we fee the rose decay, 
And all its beauties fade away, 

The thorn alone remaining ? 

H 2 
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IMITATIONS OF SOME OF THE EPIGRAMS OF 
MARTIAL. 

BY NATHANIEL BHASSEY HALHED, ESCU 

BOOK 7. BP. LXIV. 

FULL twenty years, through all the courts,. 
One craving procefs George fupports. 
You're mad, George — twenty years! you're mad r 
A nonfuit 3 always to be had. 



BOOK 5. £F. LXBXIU 



POOR once, and poor for ever, Nat, I fear : 
—•None but the rich get place and penfion here, 

BOOK 19. BP. XIII* 

ASK you, laft night why Gripus ill behav'd * 
—A well-tim'd quarrel is a (Tinner fav d. 

BOOK 6. EP. XXII. X 

INFLAM'D with Chloe's marketable charms, 
Stre?hon, by bond, fecur'd her to his arms : 
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Then, growing wifer, as he grew lefs fond, 
Eipous'd the lady to fecure the bond. 
Now all the witlings of the turf allege, 
Strephon's was not a wedding, but a- hc^ge. 

book 3. IP. x- * 
YOUR father, young Split-coin, they fay, 

Allow'd you five hundred a year ; 
And it came like a corporal's pay, 

Each week he made up the arrear. 
Twould keep you from ftarving he thought 

For he knew your extravagance fuch, 
That to-morrow you'd ne'er have a groat, 

Though to-day you got ever fo much. 
But his will, in appearance lefs fhi&, 

Outright gave you all he could give. 
Why, already we fee how you're trick'd — 

Difinherited, Bob, as I live. 

BOOR 2. BP. XXVII, 

ANGLING for dinner, Charles at ev'ry line 

I read him, puts me to the blufh : 
" Delicious ! n " charming /" " exquifitc!" " divine!" 

— Hufh, Charles, youve earn'd your victuals: 
hum I 

H 3 
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book 7. sr. IS. 

" Witt and tlal love their bottle.** Well, Prattle, 
why not ? 

Drink as much as they can, 'twill not make you a fot. 
" Phil's purfe has find deep for illicit amours J' 
Well, Prattle, the damage is Philip's, not yours. 
" Surface revels all night, and deeps out half the 
day." 

Well, Prattle, his pranks will not tumour head 

" Charles, ruin'd by gambling, begs alms to fubfift." 
Well, Prattle, fubferibe or withhold, as you lift. 
Be lefs bufy, good Prattle, with others' affairs L 
Keep an eye to concerns of your own,, and not theirs. 
You're in-rifk of arreft, Pr attle : that's^aur concern : 
None will lend you a <Joit, and you've no- means to 
earn. 

Your wife's ever drunk, Prattle : that concerns you. 
Mi as Prattle, your daughter's with child — and 
that too. 

X could preach thus a week, did my tafte fo incline ; 
But ' Pr *ttle, your fcrapes are no bus'nefs of mine. 
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BOOK 7. IP, XCV1I. 

DASH half the lots at ev'ry fale fecures.— 

Why, Dash ! — the next grand auction will be yours. 

BOOK 5. BP. XVII. 

OF rank, defcent, and title, proud," 

Mere gentry Lady Susan could not bear : 

She'd wed but with a Duke Ihe vow'd— 
And fo abfconded with a player. 

BOOK 7. Bp. VIII, 

THY valour, Bounce, improves apace. 

For one fo pad his prime ! 
Already thou'lt an army face — 

Thoult face a man in time. 

BOOK 9.. BE. VI* 

YOU'D marry the Marquis, fair lady* they fay 3 
You re right ; we've fufpe&ed it long : 

But his Lordfliip declines in a complaifant way,-— 
And, faith, he's not much in the wrong. 
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BOOK 1. IP. XC. 

BEYOND a whifper Bashful ne'er can reach: 

Tis thus he talks, fcolds, fwears, and makes a fpeech. 

He laughs in whifpers, and in whifpers weeps ; 

And fnores a fort of whifper, when he fleeps. 

Whifpers a toaft, a ballad, or a catch. 

And whifpers " thieves /" or e< murder /" to the watch. 

Once, in his cups, he join'd, with much ado, 

" God fave the King!" and that he whifper' d too. 

BOOK 11. BP. XXXVI. 

WITH a room-full, to me all unknown, 
You bid me make one at your feaft : 

I decline it ; you grumble and groan, 
And call me unfociable beaft, — 

.—Why, fince I mull dine quite alone,- 
1*11 dine by myfelf, Sir, at leafl. 

BOOK 10. EP. VIII. 

I LAUGH at Poll's perpeiual pother 

To make me her's for life. 
She's old enough to be my Mother— 

But not to be my Wife, 



ANONYMOUS EPIGRAMS. 
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ANONYMOUS EPIGRAMS*. 



THE JOCKEY. 

HIS horfes run too flow to win the plate, 
But certain 'tis — they outrun his eftatc 



EPIGRAM. 

ANCIENT Phillis 'has young graces : 
'Tis a ftrange thing, but a true one : 
Shall I tell you how ? 
"She herfelf makes her own faces, 

And each morning wears a new one. — 
Where's the wonder now ? 

* Many of the fc arc original. 
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A REASON FOR NOT WRITING IN PRAISE OF 
CELIA. 

FOR Phoebus aid my voice I raife, 
To make the charms of Celia known, 

But Phanbus cannot bear to praife 
A face that's brighter than his own. 



DAMON. 

HERE, ladies, all your favours fliow'rj 
Your favour none can merit more. 
Other ungrateful fouls (plague on em) 
Forget a favour really done 'em - y 
But grateful Damon, 'tis believ'd, 
Remembers thofe he ne'er receiv'd. 



EPIGRAM. 

A YORKSHIRE man and oftler (till 
Ere this, you might have been, 

Had you employ'd your native {kill, 
Landlord, and kept the inn. 
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*' Ah ! Sir, -to (kill whate'er pretence," 
Jack anfwers, « 'twill not do j 

" Nought's to be. done, till I get hence, 
" Por Mcyjler's York/hire too." 

ON A VIOLENT DISPUTE BETWEEN TWO 
MUSICIANS. 

STRANGE, 'twixt two Fidlers there (houlo; be 
$0 great a want of harmony ! 

SIMILIS SIMILI GAUDET. 

WHEN Chloe's picture was to Chloe fliown, 
Adorn 'd with charms and beauty not her own, 
Where Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 
"Such lips, fuch eyes, as Chloe never had; 
Ye Gods ! (he cries, in ecftacy of heart, 
How near can nature be exprefs'd by art ! 
Well, it is wondrous like ! Nay, let me die ! 
The very pouting lip, the killing eye ! 

Blunt and fevere, as Manly in the play, 
Downright replies — " Like! Madam, do you fay ? 
" The picture bears this likenefs, it is true 5 
" The canvafs painted is, and fo are you." 

vol. 11. I 
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ON •fllNO A Vtlt RICH MAN DEI RK THE WATI1S 
OF TVNBEIftOB WILLI, WVO HAD # ttrUSID TO 
CONTRIBUTE TO THE EELIEf Of A DISTRESSED 
FAMILY. 

FOR deeped woes old Harpax fcorns to feel j 
Think ye his bowels ftand in need of ftttl? 

EPIGRAM. 

JOAN vows, to hearten timorous youth, 
She ne'er faw ghoft, or thing uncivil, 

Worfe than herfelf— though once, in truth, 
Joan does believe (he faw the devil ! 

EPIGRAM. 

JACK, eating rotten cheefe, did fay, 
Like Sam font I m y thoufands (lay. 
I vow, quoth Roger, fo you do ; 
And with the felf-fame weapon too. 
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EPITAPH-MAKING. 

SIR John, and Sir John* s fpoufe the tombs furvey'd 
Let now, faid (he, my epitaph be made. 

" Here, low interrd, lies conftant Bid — " 
Hold ! hold ! cries he* I wifh fhc did. 

THE FATAL VICTORY. 

UNHAPPY Chremes, neighbour to a peer, 

Kept half his fheep, and fatted half his deer ; 

Each day his gates thrown down, his fences broke, 

And injur'd ftill the more, the more he fpoke : 

At length, refolv'd his potent foe to awe, 

And guard his right by ftatute and by law, 

A fuit in Chancery the wretch begun j 

Nine happy terms through bill and anfwer run, K 

Obtain'd his caufe,— had cofts, and — was undone. 

«< 

t 

EPIGRAM. 

WHEN Egypt's hoft God's chofen tribe purfued, 
In cryftal walls th' admiring waters ftood ; 

I 2 
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When through the dreary wafte they took their way. 
The rocks relented, and pour'd forth a fea. 
What limits can th' Almighty goodnefs know, 
If feas can harden, and if rocks can flow ! 

EPIGRAM. 

MIDAS, they fay, poffefs'd the art, of old, 
Of turning whatfoe'er he touch'd to gold. 
This modern ftatefmen can reverfe with eafe : 
Touch them with gold, the/ it turn to what you pkafc. 

EPITAPH ON A SCOLDING WIFE. 

JROM B01LEAU. 

HERE lies my wife 3 poorMoLty! let her lie: 
She finds repofe at laft— ■ — and fo do L 

EPIGRAM. 

AN Author's writings oft reveal - 
Where now and then he takes a meal. 
Invite him, once a week, to dinner, 
He'll faint you, though the vileft finner > 
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Have you a fmiling, vacant face ? 
He gives you foul, expretlion, grace; 
Swears what you will, unfwears it too ; 
What will not beef and pudding do ? 

AN APOLOGY FOR WEDLOCK*. 

IN marriage are Wo happy things allow 'd 3 
A wife in wedding meets, and in a flirowd. 
How can the marriage- Gate then be accurs'd, 
Since the laft day's as happy as the firft ? 



THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 

UPON fome hafty errand Tom was fent, 
And met his parifli curate as he went 3 
But juft like what he was, a forry clown, 
It feetns he pafs'd him with a cover'd crown. 
The gownmaa Hopp'd, and turning, llenily faid — 
" I doubt, my lad, you're far worfe taught than fed !" 
« Why, aye," fays Tom, ftill jogging on, " that's 
" true : 

" Thank God ! -he feeds me, but I'm taught by you" 
* See The Tatkr, No. 40. 
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EPIGRAM. 

NO wonder that Oxford and Cambridge profound 
In learning and fcience fo greatly abound ; 
Since fome cany thither a little each day, 
And we meet with fo few, who bring any away. 

ON THE GIN ACT. 
TO A GREAT MAN. 

F ROM A PORT**. 

WHY will you make us coolly think ? — 
If You would govern, we muft drink. 

FORTITUDE. 

MY fickly fpoufe, with many a ugh, 
Told mc-« My Billy, I mall die." 
I griev'd, but recollected ftraight 
'Twas bootlefs to contend with fate 5 
So refignation to Heav'n's will 
Prepared me for fucceeding ill : — 
'Twas well it did 5 for, on my life, 
'Twas Heaven's will — to fpare my wife. 



[ 9* 3 



THE MUTUAL VOUCHERS. 

CARLO, you fay, writes well ; fuppofe it true — 
You pawn your word for him, who'll vouch for youj 
So two poor rogues, who find their credit fail, 
To cheat the world, become each other s bail. 

THE ANTIDOTE. 

WHEN Lbsbia firft I faw^ fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpire, 
As bold as his, who fnatch'd celeftial fire .* 
But, foon as e'er the beauteous ideot fpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke; 
Like balm, the trickling nonfenfe heal'd my wound, 
And what her tyt s enthrall'd, her tongue unbound. 

ON A BAD PAINTER. 

FABIUS, you fay, is much inclin'd 
Each cheek with too much red to fill ; 

His pieces only blujh to find 
The painter does his tafk fo ill. 
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EPIGRAM. 

HOW kind has Nature unto Bluster been, 
Who gave him dreadful looks, and dauntlefs mien ! 
Gave tongue to fwagger, eyes to ftrike difmay, 
And, kinder Hill, gave — legs to run away! 

EPIGRAM. 

IF found among thieves, an unfortunate ftranger 
May oft bring himfelf into imminent danger ; * 
But if, taken with Shorey, you Ve made her your wife, 
Tis an hundred to one you're tranfpcrttd for life. 

EPIGRAM. 

WHENCE comes it then, old Gripus? why fo good? 
Why (hare the poor the fcantlings of thy food ? 
I know the caufe of this fame righteous leaven, — 
'Tis for ihejcven-fold inter tft paid in Heaven. 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE FRENCH. . 

I DIE with fadnefs, if the blufhing fair, 
Thefe eyes adore, reje&s her lover's pray'r ; 



r 93 3 



1 die with tranfport, if her gentle ear 
Is pleas'd her lover's foft complaint to hear; 
How fhall a wretch his fate contrive to ihun r 
Both by her rigour and her fmiles undone ? 
Each way I look, I view my ruin fure, 
Fall by the wound, or perilh by the cure. 



EPIGRAM. 

TO rob the public two contractors come*. 
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum. 
The greater rogue 'tis hard to afcertain, 
The rogue in Jpiril, or the logut in grain.. 

EPIGRAM. • 

' BROTHER bucks, your glafles drain !' 

" Tom, 'tis ftrong and fparkling red." . 
* Never fear — 'twon't reach my brain ' 

" No — that's true— but 'twill your head" 
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TRANSLATION OF THE FOLLOWING LINES 
FROM VIRGIL: 

NOCTE pluit tota, redeunt ipe&acula mane ; 
Divifum imperium cum Jove Caefar habet. 

All night it rains, the (hows return with day ; 
Thus Jove and Cjssar bear alternate fway. 

EPIGRAM. 

I WONDER'D not, when I was told 
The venal Sect his country fold : 
I rather very much admire 
How he could ever find a buyer. 

LINES SUPPOSED TO H AVI BE IN WRITTEN I N THE I5TH 
CENTURY, BY THE DUKE OF CLARENCE, BROTHER 
TO KING EDWARD THE FOURTH, OF THE HOUSE OF 
YORK, AND SENT, WITH A WHITE ROSE, TO LADY 
ELIZA BEAU Cf H AMP, DAUGHTER TO THE DUKE OF 
SOMERSET, A STAUNCH ADHERENT TO THE HOUSE 
OF LANCASTER. 

IF this fair rpfe offend thy fight, 

Plac'd on thy bolbm bare, 
Twill blulh to find itfelf lefs white, 

And turn Lancastrian there. 
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But if thy ruby lip it fpy, 

As kifs it thou may'ft deign, 
With envy pale, 'twill lofe its die, 

And Yorkist turn again. 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM AUSONIUS. 

WITH fates averfe, the nuptial bed 

Twice lucklefs Dido tried $ 
When her firft hufband died, me fled, 

When t'other fled, (he died. 

ON GLOVER'S LEON1DAS BEING COMPARED TO 
VIRGIL. 

EQUAL to Virgil! — It may, perhaps j 
But then, by Jove, 'tis Dr 9 Trapp's. 

THE FRENCH POETS. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF M. DE MONTMORT. 

WHEN old Elijah, as the fcriptures fay, 
Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His fpirit doubled, and his cloak befide 
He gave Elijha, by long fervice tried. 
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Triftan from hence would fain example take 

For honed Quinault, his difciple's fake : 

But this, alas ! injurious fate denied, 

For Triftan poorer than a prophet died. 

To Quinault thus the bard expiring (poke: 

<' My wit I leave thee, but I have no cloak T 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE LATIN OF LBWIS DUNCOMBE*. 

THE lofty oak from a fmall acorn grows, 
And to the flues afcends with fpreading bows j 

* A promifing young Gentleman Commoner of Merton. 
College (fecond fon of John- Duncorobe, Efq. of Stocks, 
in Hertford (hit e), who died, Dec. 26, 1730, in the twen- 
tieth Year of his Age. His Epigram has had many Tranf- 
lators. The Thought is more creditable to him than the 
Poetry. 

DE MINIMIS MAXIMA. 

Exigua crefcit de glande altiffima quercus, 
Et tandem patulis furgit in aftra comis : 

Dumque anni pergunt, crefcit latifiPma moles, 
Mox fecat aequoreas bellica navis aquas. 

Angliacis hinc fama, falus hinc nafcitur oris, 
Et clams eft noftri praefidium imperii. 
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As years increafe, it (hades th' extended plain, 
Then, big with death' and vengeance, ploughs the 
main. 

Hence rifes fame and fafetyto our (hare, 

And from an Acokn Springs Britannia's pow'r. 

THE LAWYER AND CLIENT. 

TWO Lawyers, when a knotty cafe was o'er, 
Shook hands, and were as good friends as before. 
" Sayfe" cries the lofmg client, " how came yaw* 
c< To-be fuch friends, who were fucfa foes jiift naW?" 
< Thou fool !' one anfwers, * Lawyers, tho* fb keen, 
* Like fhears, ne'er cut themfelves, but what's between.* 



EPIGRAM. 

> 

I DROPT a thing in verfe, without a name 5 
I felt no cenfure, and I gain'd no fame 5 ✓ 
The public faw the baftard in the cradle, 
But ne'er inquir'd 5 fo left it to the beadle. 

vol. 11. K 
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A certain Nobleman takes up the child, 
The real father lay perdu, and ftnil'd. 
The public now enlarges every grace — 
What {hining eyes it hasi how fair a face ! 
Of .parts what fymmetryJ what ftrength divinel 
The noble brat is fure of Ptlops line. 



ON MRS. FURY. 

TO look like an Angel, the ladies believe, 
Is the greateft of bleffings that heaven can give $ 
But, faith! they're miftakenj for,.nymphs, I aflure ye, 
It's a far greater blefling to look like a Fury. 



DIALOGUE BETWEEN HARRY, WHO HAD A BETTER 
LIBRARY THAN UNDERSTANDING, AND DICK, WHO 
HAD A BETTER UNDERSTANDING THAN LIBRARY. 

&UOTH Harry to his friend, one day, 
u Would, Richard, Fd thy head !" 

€ What wilt thou give for't ? (Dick replied) 
' The bargain's quickly made.* 
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** My head, and all my books, I'd give,. 

" With readinefe and freedom." 
* I'd take thy books $ but with tby head, 

€ I fear, I ne'er could read eraJ 



EPIGRAM. 

CRIES Ned to his neighbours, as onward they pretty 
Conveying his wife to her place of long reft j 
" Take, friends, I befeech you, a little more leilure? 
" For why fhould we thus make a toil of a pleafure?" 

LOVE TEARS. 

BOAST not thy golden fhower, great Jove ! Behold 
Cupid defcend in fhowers more rich than gold. 

TO DR. BALGUY, 

• N HEARING A IIIUON FREACHKD IT HIM AT 
WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL, ON THI TIXT— 

" Wifdom is. Sorrow." 

IF what you advance, my dear Doctor, be true, 
That Wifdom is Sorrow — how wretched are You! 

K 2 
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EPILOGUE TO TUB TUNBUfDCC VfcHSES FOR 
THE YEAH SIXTY-riVE. 

OUR patron Apollo, both Wit and Phyfician, 
At Tunbridge will grant us but half our petition j 
We find by the waters, and what is here writ, 
That his phytic he gives, but denies us his wk. 
No good can enfue, while he plays us this trick, 
For the fpring makes us well, and the verfc makes u» 
fick. 

ON FOOTE'S DEATH. 

FOOTE from his earthly Jftage, alas ! is burTd 
Death took him of, who took ojfi& the world. 

EPIGRAM. 

AS Will along the floor had laid 

His lazy limbs in /olemn {how, 
" You're ill," quoth Sal, " I'm fore afraid 5" 

" Indeed," fays Will^ " I'm rather low." 



EPIGRAM. 

VIRTUOUS and friendly Squab will be, 
While Right and Intereft can agree $ 
But, when they differ, do not wonder 
If Squab and Virtue are afunder. 



EPIGRAM. 

- WHEN Snaggle my affiftance wanted, : 
He fawn'd, attended clofe, and canted ; 
Of late you fee him not about me, 
For Snaggle now can live without me. • 



ON SOME SNOW THAT MELTED ON A LADY'S 
BREAST. 

THOSE envious flakes, come down in hafte 

To prove her breaft lefs fair, 
Grieving to find themfelves furpafs'd,. 

Diffblvd into a tear. 

K 3 



IN A PAPER, ENCLOSING A LOCK OF THE 
WRITER'S HAIR. 

TO 

POOR, feverd Lock, from this wild bod deport, 
And red moil fweetly near Eliza's heart ! 
But when (he cafta her lovely eyes on Thee, 
Oh, may (he deign to think on Love and — Me ! 

When Time on fchemes maturity beftows, 
And Fortune (miles propitious to my vows, 
Pcxw, fever'd Lock, yield up the bleffed part ! — 
Milt A, take Me folely to thy heart ! 




MONITION TO THE LADIES. 

MYRT1LLA, rifing with the dawn, 
Steals rofes from the bluftiing morn 5 
But when Myrtilla fleeps till ten, 
Aurora deals them back again. 
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ON SUING THI WORD! " DOMUI ULTIMA 1 ' INSCRIBED 
ON THE VAULT BELONGING TO THE OCK1I OF 
RICHMOND, IN THI CATHEDRAL Of CHICHESTER. 

DID he, who thus infcrib'd this wall, 
Not read, or not believe, St. Paul, 
Who fays, there is, where'er it Hands, 
Another Houfe^ not made with hands ? 
Or (hall we gather from thefe words, 
That Houfe is not a Houfe of Lords f 



ON WIT. 

TRUE Wit is like the brilliant ftone, 

Dug from the Indian mine ; 
Which boafts two various powers in one— 

To cut, as well as thine. 
Genius, like that, if poliih'd right, 

With the fame gift abounds ; 
Appears at once both {harp and bright, 

And fparkles, while it wounds. 
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EPIGRAM. 

AS Quin and Foote, 
One day, walk'd out, 

To view the country round, 
In merry mood, 
They chatting flood, 

Hard by the village pound. 

Foote from his poke 
A Shilling took, 

And faid, 111 bet a penny, 
In a (hort fpace, 
Within this place, 

I'll make this piece a Guinea. 

Upon the ground, 
Within the pound, 

The Shilling foon was thrown: 
Behold, fays Foote, 
The thing's made out, 

For there is one pound one. 
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I wonder not, 

Says guin, that thought 

Should in your head be found, 
Since that's the way 
Your debts you pay— 

One Shilling in the pound. 



ON HEARING THAT A PERSON'S POCKET HAD 
BEEN PICKED OF HIS WATCH. 

HE, that a watch would carry, this muft do, 
Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket too. 



THE EXPOSTULATION. 

WHEN late I attempted your pity to move, 
Why feetnd you fo deaf to my prayers ? 

Perhaps it was right to diffcmble your love- 
But why did you kick me down flairs ? 
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AN OLD BIAVi OF TUB KAMI Or PACX, MNDINC A 
LADY'! GLOVI, IINT IT TO TBS OWNIl WITH 
TH1I DIITICI) AND B.BCBITBD THE fOLLOWIKt 
ANIWII ; 

FROM Glove cut off UT initial letter G, 
Then Glove is Love, and that I fend to thee. 

ANSWER. 

FROM Page cut off th' initial letter P, 
Then Pace is Age, and that won't do for me. 

EPIGRAM. 

WHEN Tbot in coach hi* foot firfl fct, 
He blufli'd, and back a ftep rcclin'd 

For Tbot himftlf could not forget 
How many years he rode behind. 

ON SEEING AN OFFICER DREST EFFEMINATELY 
AT AN ASSEMBLY. 

'TIS faid that our foldiers fo lazy are grown, 

With luxury, plenty, and eafe, 
That they more for their carriage than courage- are 
known, 

And can,fcarce tell the ufe of a piece. 
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Let them fay what they will, fince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out Hill louder and louder ; 

But there ne'er was more money expended in Balls, 
Or a greater confiimption of Powder, 

EPIGRAM. 

WHEN fancies queer plagu'd Menelaus head, 
Thus to her Lord the blooming Helen faid — 
** This earthly part to Troy tho' Paris bore, 
<( Still was my foul with thee on Sparta's more." 
' Troth ! cried the Hufband, I believe it well, 
* However, next time, leave the body, Nell f 

TO A WRETCHED PSALM-SINGER *. 

STERN HOLD and Hopkins had great qualms, 
And they tranflated David's pfalms, 

To make the heart full glad : 
If it had been poor David's fate 
To hear thee fing, and them tranflate, 
By Jove, 'thad made him mad. 

* This Epigram is foractimcs afcribed to Wilmot, Ea*l 
of Rochefter. I know not with what jufticc. 
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TO A BAD POET. 

ONE fault — I cannot bear poetic finning— 
Thy vcrfcs havcj and that is thb beginning: 
But, this one fault in fome fort to amend, 
They have one excellence, and that's — the bnd. 

ON AN OXFORD TOAST, WITH FINE EYES AND 
A BAD VOICE, 

LUCETTA'S charms our hearts furprife 

At once with love and wonder j 
She bears Jove s Lightning in her eyes* 

And in her voice his Thunder, 

BENEVOLENCE. 

THE othef day, fays Ned to Joe, x 
' Near Bedlam's confines groping, 
Whene'er I hear the cries of woe, 
My hand is always open. 

I own,,, fays Job, that to the. poor 

(You prove-it every minute) 
Your hand is open, to be fure, 

Bufc then — there's nothing in «it. 



EPIGRAM. 

RANT is, they fay, indited for a Wit, 

To which he pleads — " not guilty," — and is quit. 

ANOTHER. 

WHEN men of infamy to grandeur foar, 
They light a torch to lhew their (hame the more. 

MAtRIMONT. 

TOM prais'd his friend, who. changed his ftate, 
For binding faft himfelf and Kats 

In union fo divine ; 
*' Wedlock's the end of life," he cried 5 
" Too true, indeed"!" faid Jack, and^ figh'd, 

« 'Twill b&tfa tnd'of mbK r 

THE FOLLY OF LOVE. 

DID Love, like agues, ever intermit, 
How fhould we blufli, in abfence of the fit! 

vol. 11. L 



EXTEMPORE, 
ON SEEING TWO -LADIES IN THE PLAY-HOUSE. 

IN Biddy's checks the rofes blow, 

In Catty's nofe they rife j 
From Biddy's lips loft accents flow^ 

And ftreams from Catty's eyes. 

The jet, that Biddy's brows difplay. 

To Catty's teeth repairs, 
And Biddy's lilies, bleach'd to gray, 

Appear in Catty's nairs. 

Yet Biddy's now the reigning toaft, , 

Neglected Catty liesj 
While die deferve* the bumper moft > 

Who mcfft attracts' our eyea, 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, UNDER A VOW 
AGAINST MATRIMONY. 

THE Lady, who this refolution took, 
Wrote it on glafs, to (hew it might be broke. 
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THE DEFORMITY OF VICE. 

WOULD thou hadft beauty lefs, or virtue more j 
For nothing's uglier than a pretty w— . 

EPIGRAM. 

THUS with kind words Sir Edward cheer'd his 
friend, 

" Dear Dick, thou on my friendfliip may'ft depend j 
« r I know thy fortune is but very fcant, 
« But be aflur'd I'll ne'er fee Dick jn want." 
Dick's foon ponfin'd — his friend, no doubt, Would 
free him : 

His word he kept — in want he ne'er would fee him. 

LINGUA POTENTIOR ARMIS. 

THAT Speech furpsuTes Force is'no new whim j 
Jove caus'd the Heavens to tremble, Juno*— Him* 



EPIGRAM. 

A WELSHMAN and an Englifhman difputed, 
Which of their lands maintain d the greateft ftate; 
The Engtifbman the Welfhman quite confuted, 
The Welihman yet would not his vaunts abate : 
" Ten cooks,** quoth he, " in Wales, one wedding 
" fees." 

' Aye,* cries the other, < each man toafis his chtzfc* 

ON J>JL PHILEMON HOLLAND'S* TRANSLATiON 
OF SUETONIUS. 

PHILEMON wifh tranflations does fo fill us, 
He will not let Suetonius be TranquiUus. 

ON A THREADBARE POET. 

IN veft, tranfpierc 'd by every wind, attir'd, 
What mortal doubts the bard to be infpird ? 

• A Phyfician and Schoohnafter at Coventry, called Ae 
Tranflatox fiencral of Age. Tke Book* atone of his 
turning into Fnglilh (fays Winftanly) arc fufficient to 
make a country Gentleman a complete Library. He died, in 
1636,- aged 85. 



/ 
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ON MR. CORNELIUS * # . 

NIGRINUS leads a married life, 
Not with his own, but neighbour's wife j 
And though Cornelius knows it's thus, 
The fool's Cornelius Tacitus. 



ON THE MASTERS OF CLARE-HALL, AND CAIUS 
(OR KEYS) COLL: 

SAYS Gooch* to old Wilcox, Come, take t'other bout ! 

*Tis late, fays the Matter, I'll not be lock'd out. 
Mere ftuff! cries the Bifliop, (lay as long as you pleafej 

What fignify gates ? Arn't I Mailer of Keys ? 



THE INAMOURED. 

JOVE's head held Pallas. Sam's like Jove of late— 
A girl has taken lodgings in his pate. 

* Sir Thoraat, BUhop of Ely. 
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ON A NATURAL CHILD, DESTROYED BY ITS 
MOTHER. 

TWAS Love, that conquer'd Shame, and gave thee 
breath, 

And Shame, that, conquering Love, decreed thy death. 

NEIGHBOURS ! 

Talk as you pleafe of Turk and Pope, but I 
Still think my neighbour my worft enemy. 

UNIVERSAL COMPLAISANCE. 

THROUGH fervile flattery thou doft all commend.— 
Who cares to pleafe, whom no man can offend ? 

THE PRUDENT CHOICE. 

WHEN LovfUce marry 'd Lady Jenny, 
Whofe beauty was the ready penny ; 
I chofe her, fays he, like old plate, 
Not for the falhion, but the weight. 
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VERSES WRITTEN ON SEEING A GROTTO BUILT 
BY NINE SISTERS. 

SO much this building entertains the fight, 
Nought, but the builders, can give more delight. 
In them, the mafter-piece of Nature's (bown, 
In this, I fee Art's mafter-piece in ftone. 
O Nature, Nature, thou haft conquer'd Art $ 
She charms the fight alone, but you the heart ! 



THE MISER'S FEAST. 

HIS chimney fmokes ! It is fome omen dire \ 
His neighbours are alarm'd, and cry out — Fire ! 

THE SPENDTHRIFT. 

TOM r s coach and fix ! Whither in fuch hafte going ? 
But a lhort journey— To his own undoing. 

EPIGRAM. 

MONEY, they fay, is evil's root, 

But we may juftly doubt it : 
Can we "expect good thriving fruit 

From any flock without it ? 
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JEALOUSY. 

TO Bedlam with him ! Is he found in mind, 
Who ftill is feeking what he would not find ? 

EPIGRAM, 

OCCASIONED BY A RELIGIOUS DISPUTE AT 
BATH. 

ON Grace, Free-will, and myft'ries-high, 

Two wits harangue the table j 
B believes, he knows not why, 

jsT fwears *tis all a fable. 

Peace, coxcombs, peace 1 and both agree ! 

N kifs thy empty brother! 

Religion laughs at jot like thee, 

And dreads a friend like t'other. 
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TO NOVELLA, 

ON HI* SAYING DIK1D1NOLY THAT A LAST Of OR BAT 
MBRZT WAS BRIO IN THI OLD WAY. 

YOU cry — She's bred in the old way I 

Then into laughter M : 
Were (he as juft to you, (he'd fay, 

You are not bred at all. 



EPIGRAM, 

ON A SCHOLAR WHO WAS SUCCESSFULLY PURSUING 

HIS STUDIES, BUT IN THX MIDST OF HIS LIT1RAR Y\ 
CAREER MARRIED UNFORTUNATELY. 

A STUDENT, at his hoke fo plaft • 
That welth he might have wonne, 

From boke to wife did flete in haft, 
From welth to wo to ran. 

* So purfuir\g bis ftudieft. Pi^fl* Co fpeiled for the rhyme* 
is placed. W. 
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Now, who hath plaid a feater caft, 
Since jugling firft begonne ? 

In knitting of himfelf fo faft* 
Hirnielf he hath undone *► 



TO A YOUKG LADY, WITH A BOSOM-FRIEND OF 
SIBERIAN ERMINE* 

TO check the blaft, to guard thy tender form 
From ruthlefi cold,, this gentle ftiield I fend ; 

May Heaven afford thee, in each ruder ftonn, 
The warm protection- of a Bosom-Friend ^ 



MUTUAL PITY. 

TOM, ever jovial, ever gay, 

To appetite a (lave, 
Still whores and drinks his time away, 

And laughs to lee me grave. 

# Thi$ i s t he firft pointed Epigram that I remember, 
( a y* Mr. Warton) and it deferves to be admitted into the 
modern Collection* of that popular Species of Poetry. 

Hiftory. of Inglijh Poetry* 
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^Tis thtis that we two difagree ; 

So different is our whim ! 
The fellow fondly laughs at me, 

While I could cry for him I 



THE INCURIOUS. 

THREE years in London Bobadil had been, 
Yet not the Lions nor the Tombs had feen : 
I cannot tell the caufe without a fm ile — 
The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 



ON A HASTY MARRIAGE. 

MARRY'D ! 'tis well ! a mighty blcffing ! 
JJut poors the joy no coin poflefling. 
In. ancient times, when folks did wed, 
Twas to be one at " board and bed." 
But hard's his cafe, who can't afford 
Jrlis charmer either bed or board. 



TO AN UNMEANING POET. 

THY verfes are ettrnal, O my friend ! 

For he, who reads them, reads them to no end*. 

TRUE RESIGNATION. 

jEquara memento rebus in arduis 
Servare mentem.— 

HOR. 

WHEN Colin's good dame, who long held- him a 
tug, 

And defeated his hopes by the help of the jug, 
Had taken too freely the chearuping cup, 
And repeated the. dofe, till it laid! her/ quite up, 
Colin fen t for the Doctor : with forrowful face, 
He gave him his fee, and he told him.ttef .oafe. 
<iuoth Galen, I'll.do what I can; for youitwife^ 
But indeed .flie's fo bad, that I fear for her life. 

♦This is, indeed^ baftard wit, but there are fome whom 
it will divert. The Reader of a CollecYion of Epigrams 
inuft not be faftidibus. He muft expeeVto meet with the 
food and the indijfv cnt. Aliter nan Jit Liber. 



In counfel there's fafety— -e'en fend for another, 
For, if Ihe mould die, folks will make a ftrange 
pother. 

And fay that I loft her for want of good {kill— 
Or of better advice — or, in fhort, what they will. 
Says Colin, your judgment there's none can difpute, 
And if phytic can cure her — I knowyour's willdo't. 
But if, after all, fhe Jhould happen to die, 
And they fay that >0m killed her — I'll fwear 'tis a lie : 
*Tis the hujband's chief bufinefs, whatever enfue, 
And whoever finds fault — 111 be (hot— if / do. 

TIME, AND HEARNE THE ANTI&UARY. 

P — X on't ! quoth Time to Thomas Hearne* 
Whatever I'd forget you learn, 

ANSWER. 

* 

DAMN it ! cries Hearne, in furious fret, 
Whate'er I learn you'll foon forget. 
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EPIGRAM. 

AN OjJera, like a pilloiy, may be faid 
To nail our eara down, but expofe our head* 

ANOTHER. 

LUCIA thinks hmppinels confifts in ftatej 
She weds an ideot— but (he eats in plate. 



TO HECATISSA. 

\ 

PROM MARTIAL. 



WHILST in the dark on thy foft hand I hung* 
And heard the tempting Siren in thy tongue, 
What flames, what darts, what anguifh I endur'dl 
^-But, when the candle enter'd, I was cur'd. 



TO A PAINTEtt, TAKING A XADY's LIKENESS. 

THE wretch*, who Jove's artilleiy feign'd fo well, 
By real thunder, and true lightning Fell ; 

* Salmoneua, 
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How then dar'flthou, with equal danger, try 
To counterfeit the lightning of her eye ? 
Painter, defift ! or foon th' event will prove 
That Love's as jealous of his arms as Jove. 



AN HONEST PREJUDICE. 

A CAMBRIDGE Soph, juft freed from band and 
gown, 

Went to the fermon, with hi* friend in town. 
The doctor, not a. Sherlock, I fuppoie, 
Soon lull'd his audience to a fweet repofe. 
When now the flumberous charm was at an end, 
Up ftarts Cantab,, and wakes his drowfy friend : 
He rubb'd bis. eyes, and curs'd the ftupid preacher, 
And, pray, fays he,, d'your know this learned 
teacher? 

No ! cries the Soph, but, ere the drone began, 
■ I gue&'d our fate— for he's an Oxford man. 



Mi 
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IMPROMPTU. 

• N HEARING* SEVERAL LAOXIS PROPOSED At TO AITfy 
OF NAMII BEGINNINC WITH TUB LETTER B. 

HOW itrange (we cry) of Fortune the decree, 

That all our fav'rites (hould begin with B ! 

Yet foon is folv'd this paradox of ours— 

The Bee lights always on the fweetell flow'rs. 
• 

ON DEAN SWIFT'S LEAVING AN HOSPITAL FOIL 
IDEOTS AND LUNATICS. 

LO ! Swift to Ideots bequeaths his ftore : 
Be wife, ye rich ! — confider here the poor. 

TO A BAD FIDLER. 

OLD Orpheus play'd fa well, he mov'd Oid Nick, 
But thou mov'ft nothing, but — thy fiddle-flick. 

TO A DRUNKEN LANDLORD. 

LANDLORD, with thee now even is the wiae> 
For thou haft pierc'd its. hogshead, and it thine* 



r 1*5 r 



WRITTEN ON TBI DOOR OF A COUNTRY ALE-HOUSE, 

OVER WHICH A POLE INDICATED THAT THE MASTER 

/ 

OF XT ACTED ALSO AS A BARBER. 

RANGE not {rom pole to pole, the man lives here*. 
Whole razors bought can equal, but his beer y 
Where, in a double fenfe, each country put, 
May, if he pleafes, be completely cut.. 

EPIGRAM. 

GAN you tell me (cried Celia to Damon) from 
whence 

I may know a coquette from a woman of fenfe ? 
Where the difference lies ?— Yes, faid Damon, I can-,- 
Evry man courts the one,, t'other courts cv'ry man.. 

epigram: 

DEAR Cupid (I cried) do confult with your mother, 
To fubdue my dear Crloe's infenfible heart ! 
Kind Cupid obey cl j Venus too play'd her part, 

And my Chloe at length fell in love— with another. 

M3 
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FKOM TOT WINDOW OP AN INN AT ABINGDON. 

WHENCE comes it that in Claba's face 

The Lily only has a place ? 

Is it became the abfent Rofe 

Is gone to paint her hufband's nofe ? 



TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING. 

(ALLUDING TO HI! MOTTO " LABOR IPSI VOLUPTAI.") 

'TIS not the* fplendor of the place, 
The gilded coach, the purfe, the mace. 
And all the pompous train of ftate, 
With crowds, which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great : 
But when mankind you ftrive to blefs 
With all the talents you poflete ; 
When all the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits you give $ 
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This takes the heart, this conquers fpite > 
And makes the heavy burden light : 
True pUafure, rightly underftood, 
Is only labour to do good. 

EPITAPH. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

A BLOOMING youth lies buried here* 
Euphemius, to his country dear: 
Nature adorn'd his mind and face 
With every Mufe, and every Grace : 
Prepar'd the marriage-ftate to prove, 
But Death had quicker wings than Love. 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM CATULLUS. 

MY Chloe fwears by all that's good 
She'll never marry man but me. 

But female protections mould 
Be written on the wind or fea. 
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THE HAPPY LOVER. 

TO Damon's felf his love's confin'd ; 

No harm therein I fee 5 
This happinefs attends his choice, 

Unrivaird he will be. 

THE FOP. 

NO" wonder he is vain of coat or ring ; 
Vain of Him/elf, he may of any thing* 

TO AN IMPERTINENT. 

I AM in hafte — I am of bufinefs foil— • 
Some other time, fweet Sir, of the Mogul/' 



NOSCE TEIPSUM. 



FITZ to the Peerage knows he's a difgracej 
So mounts the Coachrbo^, as his proper place. 
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PETRARCH AND LAURA. 

DAN Petrarch of old, it has ofteabeen faid,. 
^ By jfome Cardinal urgcl, his fair Laura to wed, 
With an offer of fortune, (and well-tim'd it was, 
For Poets have feldom much rent from Parnafs'J 
Cried — My Lord, you'll excufe me, but I have a 
reafon 

Why even this offer becomes out of feafon j 
I've a new book of fonnets juft ripe from the prefs, 
Upon the fame plan as the laft, you may guefsj 
I have there all along made my Laura a goflefs, 
AncT Venus, to pleafe me, has lent her the boddice y 
While Hebe, Minerva, and twenty to boot, 
With gifts all celeftial have trick'd me her out. 
Now, marriage, my Lord, the whole charm would 
deftroy, 

And hurl her .Divinity quite from the Iky j 
To my coft, I mould find her no more than a woman* 
And my fonnets, alas ! would gain credit with na 
man. 
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EPIGRAM. 

ON HEARING A YOUNG LADY TOO FREQUENTLY 
EXCLAIM — " THE DEVIL I" 

YES, I have faid that being would be bleft* 
By whom lb lweet a maid fhould be pofleft. 
But now I own myfelf a wretched guefier j— 
I never dreamt — the Devil would poflefa her, 

ANOTHER. 

ON THE SAMS OCCASION.. 

SEE round her lips the ready Devils fly, 
Mix with her words, and balk beneath her eye ! 
Pleas'd that fo fweet a ftation mould be giv'n, 
They half forget they ever fell from, Heav'n. 

ANOTHER. 

ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

THE charms of Ella who {hall dare deny ? 
Youth decks her cheek, and Love informs her eye^ 
Her mouth would mollify a heart of flint, * 
So truly tempting, that—- the Devil's hit ! 



[ 3 
LINES TO SLEEP. 



FROM THE LATIN. 

•AH ! gentle "Sleep, though on thy form hnpreft 
Death's trueft, ftrongeft lineaments appear, 
^ To (hare. my conch, thy prefence I requefl, 
To fboth my fenfes with repoic fincere. 
Come, wifh'd-for reft! and all my cares relieve; 

For at thy kind approach all cares retire : 
Thus, without life, how fweet it is to live ! 

Thus, without death, how pleafing to expire*! 
• * 

THE TALKATIVE FAIR. 

FROM morn to night, from night to day, 
At all times, and in every place, 

You fcold, repeat, and fing, and fay, 
Nor are there hopes you'll ever ceafe. 

'* The Reader will prefer • 

Somne lev is ! quanquan* certiffima mortis imag*,* 

Confortem cupio te tamen efle tori. 
Alma quiet, optata veni ! nam fie, fine viti, 

Vivcre quam fuave eft, ftc, fine morte, mori f 
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Forbear, my Fannia, oh ! forbear, 
* If your own health, or ours, you prize, 
For all mankind, that hear you, fwear 
Your tongue's more killing than your eyes. 

Your tongue's a traitor to your face, 
Your fame is by your noife obfcur'd $ 

All are diftra&ed, while they gaze, 
But, if they liften, they are curd. 

Your (ilence would acquire more praife 
Than all you fay, than all I write j 

One kxjik ten thoufand charms difplay9 ; — 
Then, hum ! — and be an angel quite. 

-ON A GENTLEMAN'S RECEIVING THREE LETTERS BY 
THE SAME POST, ACQUAINTING HIM WITH THE 
DEATH Or HIS WIFE, HIS MISTRESS, AND HI« FA- 
VOURITE HORSE. 

TVE left my miftrefs, horfe, and wife I 
But, when I think on human life, 

I'm glad it is no worfe. 
My wife was ugly and a fcold 5 
JMy miftrefs was grown lean and old : 

I'm fairy for my horfe. 
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ON DANCING. 

THg dangers, that in dancing lie, 
Are not difcern'd by every eye ; 
Then each defect and beauty too 
Is in the ftrongeft point of view. 
When Chloe moves, each clumly grace 
Augments the folly in her face j 
When Lydia dances, fair and free, 
A thoufand fprightly charms we fee. 
Which lay conceal'd and hid before, 
Amidft ten thoufand graces more. 
"So Venus, in the Lybian wood, 
Was but an huntrefs while (he flood ; 
Soon as (he mov'd, the Cyprian Queen 
In every eafy Hep was feen. 

'ON A LADY VERY DEVOUT, AND VERY ILL- 
NATURED. 

DID ache or megrim fret Lampridia's brain, 
When friends were jovial, or when fpoufe was vain? 
In holy dudgeon to her prayVs Ihe ran, 
And gave to God what was not fit for man. 

VOL. II. N 
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A MATRIMONIAL CASE. 

MY Lord and my Lady fcold, wrangle, and fight; 
Yet are both of one mind, and are both in the right. 
She calls him a /do/— and he knows he's not wife; 
He calls her a whore — and me can't fay he lies. 



EPIGRAM. 

EVERY woman's made of glafs; 

Then, beware of foolilh freaks! 
When file's perfect, he's an afs 

That's for trying if (he breaks. 

Take good counfel, and *be tender 
How you ufe fuch brittle ware ; 

When fhe's brokc> no art can mend her; 
Crack'd, bo folder can repair ! 
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IMPROMPTU. . 

FY A CIMTLIMAN OP TBI TIMFLI, ON SUING ONI 
OF TH1 CROYDON RRLLEi IN . TBS COURT AT 
KINGSTON, DURING TBI AMI219. 

WHILST petty offences and felonies fmart, . 
Is there no jurifdic"tion for fteaKng a heart > 
You, my fair one, will cry, €t Laws and Court, I 
defy you !" 

Concluding no- Peers can be fummon'd to try you. 
But think not, fair Shqrby, this plea will fccure 
you, 

Since the Mufes and Graces will juft make a jury. 



TO THE AUTHOR OF THE ABOVE* 

SIR, the lady mull fmile, and your menace deride, 
For the jury you mention are all on her fide* 



/ 
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AN EPIGRAM, 

0CCAII0N1D »Y THt KXCHANCI OF 4 CHOIUTH'l 
PLACE AT TRINITY COLLIOI, CAMBRIDGE, FOB. A> 
VOTE FOB. TBI BOAOUGH OF HUNTINGDON. 

A SINGING man, and yet not fmgf 

Come, juftify your patron's bounty- 
Give us a fong ! — Excufe me, Sir j 
My voice is in another county. 

EPIGRAM. 

LAWYERS all cafes plead, but thrive 
Moil by the dative, and the ablative. 

ANOTHER. 

HIS work juft done, hell publifh it, no doubt j 
So true the faying — murder will come out. 

ON A CERTAIN GREAT HOUSE ADORNED WITH 
STATUES. 

THE walls are thick, the fervants thin \ 
The Gods without — the Devil within* 



PHILOSOPHY. 

BRUTUS unmov'd heard how his Portia fell. 
Should Jack* s wife die, he would behave as well. 

ADVICE TO A PRETTY GIRL. 

SARA • all female charms, I own, 
In that accompUih'd form combine ; 

But why this proud, afluming tone ? 
The praife is Nature's — none of thine. 

Would'ft thou, with juft pretentions, claim 

Of our applaufe an equal lharej 
Be thy defert, dear maid, the fame, 

And prove as kind as thou art fair. 



EPIGRAM. 

,THE learn cl fay laughter is deny'd 

To creatures void of reafon $ 
Yet John with laughter ftrains each fide, 

And 'tis well known that he's one. 

N 3 
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EPIGRAM. 

CURIO, 'tisfaid, a comedy has writ 
Replete throughout with novelty and wit. 
If it have wit, to both I will agree j 
For wit from Curio muft be novelty. 

DIALOGUE BETWEEN A NOBLEMAN AND A 
BEGGAR. 

A DREAM. 
FROM THI FRENCH. 

I DREAMT, that, buried in my fellow clay, 

Clofe by a common Beggar's fide I lay j 

And, as fo mean a neighbour fhock'd my pride, 

Thus, like a corpfe of quality, I cry'd, 

" Away ! thou fcoundrel! henceforth touch me notj 

" More manners learn, and at a diftance rot L" 

Thou Scoundrel ! in a louder tone, cried he, 

Proud lump of dirt ! I fcorn thy words and thee. 

We're equal now, 111 not an inch refign ; 

This is my dunghill, as the next is thine. 
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A PATCH UPON A LADY'S FACK 

THAT artful patch upon her face 
Had been a foil on one lefs fair 5 

In her it hides a killing grace, 
And fhe, in kindnef9, put it there. 

TO MR. POPE, ON HIS TRANSLATION OF 
HOMER. 

SO much, dear Pope, thy Englifh Iliad charms, 
As pity melts us, or as pallion warms, 
That after-ages fhall with wonder feek 
Who 'twas tranflated Homer into Greek. 

A CHANCERY SUIT. 

IN IMITATION OP AN EPIGRAM BY BOURNE. 

THREE inches of a Party-Wall 

'Twixt Bourke and Lisle had kindled hate: 
Angry and long the ftrife— The Hall 

At laft muft fettle the debate. 
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Pleadings on pleadings rife, a mountain ! 

(In courfe of law the ufual way 'tis) 
And words — beyond the power of counting-— 

Yet not one word, or tittle, gratis. 

Month follows month; term, term; and each* 

(O Law, ingenious in delay, 
Thy myfteries deep what thought can reach ?) 

Each party dill has coils to pay. 

Complainant Bouxke; Defendant Lisle r 
Such are they, while the fuit depends $— - 

" Aye," cries old Bramble, with a fmile, 
But both Complainants, when it ends. 

EPITAPH. 

ON AN OLD WOMAN WHO SOLD POTS AT 
CHESTER. 

BENEATH this ftonc lies Catharine Gray* 
Chang'd to a lifelefs lump of clay r 
By earth and-clay lhe got her pelf, 
And now ihe's turn'd to earth her&lf. 
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Ye weeping friends, let me advife, 
Abate your grief, and dry your eyes 5 
For what avails a flood of tears ? 
Who knows but in a run of years, 
In fome tall pitcher, or broad pan> 
She in her fhop may be again ? 

ADVICE TO STREPHON. 
PENSIVE Strephon, ceafe repining > 

Give thy injur'd ftars their due j 
There's no room for' all this pining, 

Be Dor 1 nd a falfe or true. 
If (he feeds a faithful paffion, 

Canft thou call thy fortune crofs ? 
And if fway'd by whim or fafhion, 

Let her leave thee — where's the lofi ? 

THE DECANTER. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

O THOU, that high thy head doft bear, 
With round, fmooth neck, and fingfe ear y 
With well-tum'd, narrow mouth, from whence 
Flow ftreams of nobleft eloquence \ 
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Us thou that fiYft the bard divine, 
Sacred to Phoebus and the Nine 
That mirth and foft delight canft move. 
Sacred to Venus and to Love. 
Yet, fpite of all thy virtues rare, 
Thou'rt not a boon companion fair; 
Thou'rt full'of wine, when thirfty I, 
And when I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 

ON A BEAUTY WITH ILL QUALITIES* 

MISTAKEN Nature here has joind 
A beauteous face and ugly mind ^ 
In vain the faultlefs features (hike, 
When foul and body are unlike 
Pity, thoie fnowy breafts mould hide- 
Deceit, and Avarice, and Pride. 

So in rich jars from China brought, 
With glowing colours gayly wrought* 
Oftimes the fubtle fpider dwells, 
With fecret venom bloated fwells, 1 
Weaves all his fatal nets within* 
As unexpected, as unleau 
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EPIGRAM, 
t)N THE PHRASE " TO KILL TIME." 
FEOM THE FRENCH OF VOLTAIRE. 
time ("peaks, 

THERE'S fcarce a point, whereon mankind agree 
So well, as in their boaft of killing me : 
I boaft of nothing, but, when Tve a mind, 
I think I can be even with mankind. 

ON A STATUE OF NIOBE. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

TO ftone the Gods had chang'd her — but in vain ; 
The fculptor's art has made her breathe again. 

ON THE STATUE OF VENUS, BY PRAXITELES, 
FROM THE GREEK. 

ANCHISES, Paris, and Adonis too, 
Have feen me naked, and exposM to view: 
All this I freely own, 'tis paft denying— 
But where has this Praxiteles been prying? 
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TO A CERTAIN SCRIBBLER. 

WORD- VALIANT wights thbu great Wihrew, 

That wranglcft to no end 5 
Since nonfenfe is nor falfe nor true, ' 

Thou rt no man's foe or friend. 

EPIGRAM. 

WHAT Tom one day fays, he r the next, will deny, 

And candidly tell u o - ' tis all a d 'd lie ; 

Friend Thomas, this candour from you is not wanted, 
For why fhould you own it ? 'Tis taken for granted, 

THE BRAGGART. 

JOHN puffs himfelf— forbear to chide— 

An infe& vile and mean 
Muft, well he knows,*»be magnified, 

Before it can be Teen. 

LINES 

OCCASIONED BY THS INTENDED DEMOLITION OF 
FRIAR BACON'S STUDY IN OXFORD. 

ROGER ! if with thy magic glafles 
Running, thou fee'ft below what pafles, 
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As when on earth >thou didft defcry 
With them the wonders of the iky— 
Look down on yon devoted walls ! 
Oh ! fave them, ere thjjhtdy falls! 
Or to thy votaries quick impart 
The fecret of thy myjlic art ! 
Teach us, ere Learning's quite forfaken, 
To honour thee, and— -Javt our Bacon ! 

VERSUS 

TO THE L AT SDR* PEARCE, BISHOP OF ROCHESTER, AND 
HIS LADY, ON OCCASION OF THEIR CELEBRATING 
THE FIFTIETH YEAR OF THEIR UNION, AS A YEAR 
OF JUBILEE. 

NO mate let Calumny doliiplain, 
'That Hymen binds in cruel chain, 

And makes his fubje&s {laves : 
Supported by the good and wife, 
. Her keetieft flander he defies, 
Her utmoft malice braves. 

VOL. II. O 
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To-day, he triumphs o'er his foes, 
And to the world a pair he fhows, 

Though long his iiibje&s — free: 
Who happy in his bands appear, 
And joyful call their fiftieth year 

A year of jubilee. 

THE BARD. 

WIT, wifdom, pity, folly, friends, 

Bob ufes, and abufes ; 
No pride, but learned pride, commends, 

No liars, but the Mufes*. 

THE RETURN. 

IF Ben to Charles a legacy has given, 

The grateful Charles now wilbes him — in Heaven. 

FROM MARTIAL. 

TEN guineas Tom would borrow : — I giut five. 
'Tis a good bargain, as I'm here alive. 

* This chara&tr was drawn for the eccentric Robert 
Lloyd, when a ptifoner in the Fleet. 
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ON A GENTLEMAN'S SAYING HE WOULD DANCE 
WITH NONE BUT HANDSOME WOMEN. 

S YMON vows, nay hear him fwear, 

He'll dance with none but what are fair 5 

Suppofe we women fhould difpenfe 

Our hands to none but men of fenfe. 

u Suppofe — well, Madam — and what then ?** 

Then Sir, joufy never dance again. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF BARRATON* 

TO Cato once a frighted Roman flew ; 
The night before, a rat had gnaw'd his flioe ; 

Terrible omen by the Gods decreed! 
" Cheer up, my friend ! faid Cato, " mind not that ! 
" Though if, inftead, your flioe had gnaw'd the rat, 

" It would have been a fearful fign indeed! 1 ' 

THE DOCTOR AND PATIENT. 

SLEPT you well? Very well. My draught did good. 
It did no harm 5— for yonder it has flood. 
O a 



C «4» 3 



AFFECTATION. 

DELIA is twenty-two, and yet lb weak, 

Poor thing, lfct'a learning ftill to walk and /peak f 

EPIGRAM. 

SATS Richard to Tom, with a good deal of heat, 

" My fccrct you've bafcly betray'd : 
" What I told you I never fuppos'd you'd repeat ; — 

" And after the promife you made!" 

" Friend Richard," quoth Thomas, "you're fadly 
« aftray j 

" The fccret I told, it is true;— 
" But, if it's £b precious, you cannot but fay, 

" Three guardians are fafer than two." „ 

ON SEEING A WOMAN BEAT HER HUSBAND* 

THE rib, which Adam loft to form his bride, 

Sticks clofer now than ever to his fide. 
In vain the facred' writ bade woman bow* 
Alas ! the rib the rib-roarer now. 
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ON SOME VERY YOUNG LADIES DANCING TO 
A BAD FIDJLER. 

ALAS ! that fuch cherubs in face and in fhape 
Should bring a man into fo fhocking a /crape I 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

THESE cups by Pi so to his friends were giv'n, 
Whole round prefents the concave vault of H,eav'n. 
On this half globe the northern Hare appear, 
Engrav'd on that the fouthera hemifphere* 
Drink deep j all Heav'n you'll at the bottom fee ! 
Who would not wifh to learn aftronomy ? 

AGAINST LIFE. 

FROM THE GREEK OF POSIDIPPVS, 

WHAT tranquil road, unvex'd by ftrife, 
Can mortals choofe through human. life? 

o 3 
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Attend the courts, attend the bar j 
There difcord reigns, and endlefs jar. 
At home, the' weary wretches find 
Severe difquietude of mind. 
To till the Jidds gives toil and pain; 
Eternal terrors fweep the main. 
If rich, we fear to lofe our ftore : 
Need and diftrefs await the poor. 
Sad cares the bands of Hymen give 5 
Friendlefs, forlorn, th' unmarried live. 
Are children born ? We anxious groan ; 
Childlefs, our lack of heirs we moan. 
Wild, giddy fchemes our youth engage $ 
Weaknefs and want deprefs old age. 
Would fate, then, with my wiih comply, 
Td never live, or quickly die. 



FOR LIFE. 

FROM THE GREEK OF METRODORUS. 



MANKIND may walk, unvex'd by ftrife, 
Through every road of human life. 



Fair wifdom regulates the bar, 
And peace concludes the wordy war. 
At home, aufpicious mortals find 
Serene tranquillity «f mind* 
All-beauteous nature decks the plain ; 
And merchants plough for gold the main. 
Refpe£t arifes from our J ore ; 
Security, from being poor* 
More joys the bands of Hymen give 5 
Th* unmarried with more freedom live. 
If parents, our bleft lot we own ; 
Ckildlefs, we have no cauie to moan. 
Firm vigour crowns our youthful ftage j 
And venerable hair, old age. 
Since all is good, then, who would cry, 
I'd never live, or quickly die 



TO A BOASTER QF HIS ANCESTOR'S EXPLOITS. 

STILL ftorming cities ! burning (hips in harbour ! 
I wifli your Grandfather had been a Barber. 

* He, who ftops to examine thefe different Views of 
Life, will be pleafed with The Adventurer, No. 107. 
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AN EXCUSE FOR EXTRAVAGANCE. 

NED fays he loft his wealth by flnpwreck wholly : 
Then Vanity's a fea ; a rock is Folly. 



A LOVER NOT QUITE GIVEN OVER. 

DAMON is dying — Clara s in debate, 
Whether to fave her Lover, or Eftate. 



ON THE REPORT THAT A CERTAIN COURTEZAN 
HAD GOT ONE OF THE GREAT PRIZES IN THE 
LOTTERY. 

DAME Fortune to fbol9 ufed to give all her pelf, 
But now fhe beftows them on jilts like herfelf. 



WRITTEN IN MR. BAMFTLDE's WOODS AT HESTER- 
COMBE, NEAR TAUNTON, SOMERSET; CALLED 
THE WITCHES* PARLOUR. 

O'ER Bamfyldes woods, by Nature's beauties grac'd, 
A Witch prcfides— but then that Witch is Tap. 
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ON TWO BEAUTIFUL SISTERS, UNHAPPILY 
DROWNED IN THE SEA. 

AH ! tell me now, ungenerous wave, 

What thanks to thee are due ? 
One Venus, it is true, you gave, 

But vou have taken tujo. 



EPIGRAM. 

STILL Milo rallies facred writ,, 
To w;n the title of a wit y 
Tis pity but he (hould obtain it, 
Who bravely pays his foul to gain it, 

ON THE DEATH OF TRE IA&L OF KILDARE. 

WHO kiWd Kildarc? Who dar'd Kildart to 

kill? 

DEATH ANSWERS : 

I kill 9 J Kildarc, and dare kill whom I will. 
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AN EPIGRAM FROM THE GREEK. 



ON PHILIP, THE FATHER OF ALEXANDER* 



HERE reft I Philip, on th' iEgean (hore> 
Who firft to battle ted jEmathia a 
And dar d what never monarch < 
If there be man, who boafts he more has done* 
To Me he owes it — for he was my fon. 



iEgean (hore> 
hia s powY, \ 
ti dar'd before. ) 



ON CERTAIN MILTONICS. 

WHAT makes you write at this odd rate* 

Why, Sirs, it is to imitate. 

What makes you rant and ramble fo 

Why, 'tis to do as others do. 

But there's no meaning to be feen. 

Why, that's the very thing I mean. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON A YOUNG LADY'S F AN, ON WHICH WAS 
TAINTED A MONKEY WEIGHING A BEAU AGAI NfT 
A FEATHER. 

STILL to her gen'rous mind may fops appear, 
Light as a feather, empty as the air ! 
And as her lovely hand thy leaves difplay, 
Good Fan, for ever blow thofe fops away. 



A clergyman's answer to a lady, who sent hxm 

HER COMPLIMENTS ON THE TEN OF HEARTS. 

YOUR compliments, dear lady, pray forbear; 
Old Englifji fervices are more fincere. 
You fend Ten Hearts j — the tythe alone is minej— 
Give me One Heart, and burn the other Nine. 



*N SEEING A WORTHY PRELATE CO OUT OF CHURCH 
IN THE TIME OF DIVINE SERVICE, TO WAIT ON THS 
LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND. 

LORD Pam m the church (could you think it) 

kneel'ddown, 
When told the Lieutenant was juft come to town, 
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EPIGRAM. 
CHLOE her goffips entertains 
With ftories of her child-bed pains. 

And fiercely againft Hymen rails: 
But Hymen's not fo much to blame ; 

She knows* unlets her memory fails, 
Ere wedded, (he felt much the fane. 

PLAIN TRUTH. 

TRUE; Iconfeft'dityefter-morn; 

I've been in love a week or two : 
Yet, cruel maid! forbear your fcorn ; 

For, take my word — 'tis not with you. 

THE MONUMENT. 
post funera' Virtus. 

A MONSTER, in a courfe of vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain d gold : 
Straight breathes has baft, ftraigfct are iris virtues 

fhown, • j 
Their date commencing with the fculptur'd (tone. 
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If on this fpecious marble we rely. 
Pity fuch worth as his fhould ever die ! 
If credit to his real life we give, 
Pit/ a wretch like him ihould ever live 1 

EPIGRAM. 

JACK his own merit fees. It gives him pride 
That he fees more than all the world betide. 

EFFECTUAL MALICE. 

OF alt the pens which my poor rhymes moleft, 
Cotin's the ftiarpeft is — fucceeds the beft ; 
Others outrageous fcold, and rail downright, 
With ferious rancour, and true Chriftian fpite : 
Buthe, more fly, purfues hi9 fell defign 5— 
Writes fcoundrel verfes,— and then fays they're 
mine. 



A CURE FOR POETRY. 

SEVEN wealthy towns contend for Homer dead, 
Through which the living Homes begg'd his bread. 

AN IMITATION OF SOME VERSES IN THE 
LUSUS WESTMONASTERIENSES *. 

CJECUS AMOR SUI EST. 

SUSAN, who no more will fee, 

All the town knows, fifty three, 

Still believes that in her eyes 

Little Cupid bafking lies, 

Whence he oft defcends to fip 

Ne6lar from her balmy lip. 1 

Can {he queftion it ? The lafs 

Views his Godihip in her glafs. 

Let no fnarling wight inquire> 
w Is the mirror not a liar ?" 
Be it falfe, or be it true, 
Susan is in love with Sub. 

* Pa&c it. 
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IGNOTUM OMNE PRO" MAGKIFICOr 

TAG* 

AVERSE to pamper'd and high-mettled fteeds, 
His own upon chopt-ftraw Avaro feeds : 
Bred in his liable, in his paddock born, 
What vaft ideas they muft have of corn I* 

EPIGRAM. 

His laft great -debt is paid — Poor Tom's no more. 
Loft debt ! Tom never paid a debt before. 

BAD AND WORSE. 

*' My wife's fo very bad," cried Will, 

" I fear {he ne'er will hold it— * 
" She keeps her bed !" — e Mine's worfe/ faid Phil, 

* The jade has juft now fold it V 

* This Epigram i* commonly faid to have b^ea prefented 
to the Head of a College in Oxford, famous for ftarving 
his Cattle, by an arch Undergraduate, whom, as a Puni fo- 
ment for fome very trifling Offence, he had ordered to write 
Verfes on the Subjeft— Ionot on omne prd ma«nifzco. 



C »66 ] 



ON ANACREON, BY A NT IP AT EK. 

THIS tomb be thine, An acreon ; all arounj 
Let ivy wreath, let flow'rets deck the ground, 
And from its earth, enrich'd with fuch a prize* 
Let wells of milk, and dreams of wine arife. 
So will thy allies yet a pleafiire know, 
If any pleafure reach the fhades below. 

ON EURIPIDES, BY ION. 

DIVINE Euripides, this tomb we fee 
So fair, is not a monument for thee, 
So much as thou for it, fince all will own 
Thy name and lafting praife adorn the (tone* 

ON SOPHOCLES, BY SIMONIDES* 

WIND, gentle ever-green, to form a (hade 
Around the tomb, where Sophocles is laid ; 
Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 
With bktihing rofes, and the clunYring vine s 
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Thus will thy lafting leaves, with beauties hung. 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he fung - s 
Whofe foul, exalted like a God of Wit, 
Among the Mufes and the Graces writ. 

ON MENANDER, THE AUTHOR UNNAMED. 

THE very bees, O iweet Menander, hung 
To tafte the Mufes fpring upon thy tongue ; 
The very Graces made the fcenes you writ 
Their happy point of fine expreffion hit. 
Thus, while you live, you make your Athens flrine, 
And raife its glory to the ikies in thine. 



ON HOMER* 

WHO firft tranfcrib'd the famous Trojan war, 
And wife Ulyffes' acts, O Jove, make known j 

For fmce 'tis certain thine thofe poems are. 
No more let Homer boaft they are his own. 
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OH SUING A TOUKC LADY WITH AN ORANCt AIBANB 
IN HER BREAST, ON THE ANNIVERSARY OP THE 
BATTLE Of THE BOY NR. 

THOU little Tory! whythejeft 
Of wearing orange in thy breaft, 
When that fame bread, infulting, (hows 
The whitenefs of the rebel rofe ? 

WHATS HONOUR? 

.NOT to be captious, not unjuftly fight j 

*Tis to confefs what's wrong, and do what's right 

OF WHAT FAMILY? 

THAT I was nobly born, allow you mull, 
Chaftt was my Mother, and my Father juft. 

GRACE AFTER DINNER AT A MISER'S TABLE. 

THANKS for this miracle ! it is no lefs 
Than finding manna m the wildernefs. 
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In midft of famine we have bad relief, 
And feen tke wonder of a cbine of beef ; 
Chimneys have fmok'd, that never fmok'd before, 
And we have din'd— where we ftiall dine no more. 

EPIGRAM. 

'BOVE all the fcoundrels he comes near, 
Joe, who full many a lcoundrel knows, 

Abhors the Parafite : — 'tis clear, 
Self -Love is not a fault of Job's. 

ON TWO TWIN SISTERS, WHO DIED AT THE 
SAME TIME. 

FAIR marble, tell to future days, 

That here two virgin lifters lie $ 
Whofe life employ 'd each tongue in praife, 

Whofe death gave tears to every eye. 

In ftature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew, they ihone ; 

So much alike, fo much the fame, f 
That Death miftook them both for one. 
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THE NIGGARDLY REACT. 

CURIO's rich fidcboard feldom fees the light, 
Clean is his kitchen, and his fpits are bright-; 
His knives and forks, all rang'd in even rows, 
No hands moleft, ne-ierante difcompofe ; 
His curious jack, hung up to pleafe- the eye, 
Is ever ftill — its flyers never fly ; 
His plates unfullied (hine along the fhelf j— • 
For Cukio drefles nothing — but himfelf. 

EPIGRAM. 

HOW fitly join'd the Lawyer and his Wife! 
He moves at bar, and She-tit home, the ftrife. 

EPIGRAM. 

FRANK, too' he rouft abftamfuom meat, 

Yet won't abftain. from fpite ; 
The rogue has nothing left to cat, 

But can! t forbear to bite. 
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ON A MAN WHO EXPENDED HIS FORTUNE IN 
HORSE-RACING. 

SO long ran Thomas, and lb faft, 
No wonder he ran out at laft. 
He ran in debt, and, prefs'd to pay, 
He diftanc 'd all, and— ran away. 



LIGHT-FINGER'D JACK. 

JACK, who thinks all his own that once he handles,. 
For practice lake, purloined a pound of candles; 
Was taken in the feci: Ah, thoughtlefs wight ! 
To Ileal fuch things as needs muft come to light. 

EPIGRAM- 

MONEY and man a mutual friendfliip fhowj 
Man makes falfe money, money makes man fa 



ANOTHER. 

THE prophet Balaam was in wonder loft 
To hear his Afs fpeak Affes now talk moft v 

a 2 
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THE ADVICE. 
YE little Loves that round her wait, 
To bring me tidings of my fate, 
As Celia on her pillow lies, 
Ah, gently whifper, Strephon dies ! 

If this will not her pity move, 
And the proud fair difdains to love, 
Then laugh, and fay 'tis all a lie, 
And haughty Strephon fcorns to die. 

EPIGRAM. 
POOR Vbnto's mind fo much is croft, 
For part of his Petronius loft, 
That he can never take the pains 
To underftand what yet remains. 

EPIGRAM. 

AS Virtue s always in thy mouth, how can 
It e'er have time to reach thy heart, vain man ? 

DRUNKENNESS. 
BOLD thief, indeed ! that fteals, before his face, 
The man away, and leaves a bcaft in s place. 
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SENT WITH A PRESENT OP MEAD: 

THE juice of Bees, not Bacchus, here behold, 
Which Britifh bards were wont to quaff of old : 
The. berries of the grape with Furies fwell, 
But in the honey-comb the Graces dwell. 

SELF-CONCEIT. 

HAIL„ charming Power of Self-Opinion T 
For none are flave* in thy dominion : 
Secure in thee, the mind's at eafe y 
The vain have only one to pleafe. 

TO AN AVARICIOUS WOMAN, 

WHO »AINTS HSft CHEEKS, III HOPBt Ot CONC^AL^NG 
THI JAUNDICE. 

UNGRATEFUL Slave of Gold! What, blujh to be 
The wearer off Ay mafter's livery ! 

' THE HOUR-GLASS. 

FROM AMALTHEUS. 

THESE little atoms that in filence pour, 
And meafure out, with even pace, the hour, . 
Gt 3 
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Were once Amalthbus j (truck by Galla's eyes, 
Wretched he burn'd, and here in afhes lies y 
Which, ever ftreaming, this fad truth atteft, 
That Lovers count the time, and know no reft. 

EXTEMPORE. 
ON VIEWING THE BRIDGE AT BLENHEIM. 
THE Minnows, as through this vait arch they pafs, 
Cry — How like Whales we look ! Thanks to your 
Grace ! 

ON HEARING OF THE MARRIAGE OF A FELLOW 
OF ALL-SOULS. 

S YLVIO, ib ftrangely Love his mind controls, 
Has, for one Jingle body, left All Souls. 

/ 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM THE LATIN OF BISHOP. 

" ALAS ! what-will he do," laid a Wife like to die, 
" When Willi am's bereft of his Nan ?" 

' Confider not him, 9 was the Hufband's reply, 
' Truft William, he'll do what he can/ 
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TO A LADY, 

WITH A PRINT OF VINUS ATTIRED BY THE GRACES. 

THAT far fuperior is thy ftate, 

E'en Envy mull agree 3 
On thee a thou/and Graces wait, 

Oh Venus, only three. 

EPIGRAMS FROM THE GREEK*. 
LEONIDAS ALEXAND. 
ON A BAD MUSICIAN* 

SIMILLUS long, in Nature's fpite, 

His patient powers of mufic tried 5 
And toil'd through each difcordant night, 

'Till every neighbour fled or died, 
Except Origines 3 to whom 

Kind Fate (the fame misfortune fearing) 
To fave him from an early tomb, 

Denied the dangerous fenfe of hearing. 

* Selefted from the Compilation of Brunk, publiflicd 
at Strafburg, io 1773. % 



LUCIAN. 
HYPOCRISY. 

WHILE Myro, 'midft his roaring friends,. 
So much fobriety pretends } 
Poor Myro, by his ill-tim'd plan, 
Appears the only drunken mam 



LUC I AN. 

THB BEST INSTRUCTOR. 

MY friend, an eminent Phyfician, 
Trailed his fon to my tuition. 
The father wifh'd me to explain 
The beaut ica t f old Homers drain- 
But fcarce three lines the youth had read,- 
" Of ihoufanri's number'd with the dead, 
u Of ghaftly wounds, and doting eyes, 
" Of broken limbs, and heartfelt fighs," 
Grave fage, exclaims the youth, adieu ! 
My Sire can teach as well aa You. 
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LUCILLIUS. x 
ON AN UGLY- COQUETTE. 

HOW falfely does Dorinda's glais 
Reflect her face, whene'er (he views it L 

If it told truth, I think the lafs 
Would feldom have a wifli to ufe it. 

LUCILLIUS. 

ON A SPOUTING POETASTER. 

HE is Apollo's genuine Prieft, 

Who richly does his audience feaft ; 

Who, after a prolix recital, 

Offers no dinner in requital : 

Oh may his Patron rightly know him, 

And give, in lieu of cam, a poem ! 

LUCILLIUS, 

ON THE PORTRAITS OF DEUCALION AND PHAETON, 
BY AN INDIFFERENT PAINTER. 

MENESTRATUS, no doubt, you deem 
Your toils a due reward require ; 

I'll throw Deucalion in that flream> 
And fling your Phaeton in the fire 4 
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STRATO. 

TO CHLORIS. 

WHILST thus a few kifles I deal, 
Dear Chloris, you gravely complain \ 

If relent men t you really do feel, 
Pray give me my kifles again. 

RUFINUS. 

THE EXTREMES. 

THE Damfel too prudiflily fhy, 

Or too forward, what fwain would pofiefe 
For the one will too often deny, 

And the other too foon will fay yes. 

AGATHIAS. 

THE dUESTIOY. 

EUSEIA, rich in gold and land, 
To a poor fimer gave her hand. 
Ophion, dazzled with his gain, 
Grew haughty, petulant, and vain* 
Venus, fays Fortune, looking fly, 
Who play'd this trick, pray — You or I h 
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DIALOGUE BITWEEN A N OLD RECTOR AND TH* 
PERSON PROMISED THE NEXT PRESENTATION TO 
HIS LIVING. 

« I'M glad to fee you well:'—' O faithlefs breath! 
c What glad to fee me well, and wifh my death !' 
" No more," replied the youth, " this ftrange mif- 
" giving ; 

" I wiih not for your death, but for youF living? 

• 

TO A DISAGREEABLE WOMAN, IMPERTINENTLY 
BOASTING HER VIRGINITY. 

WHY labour, Cynthia, to prove a cafe 
That (lands fo well aflcrted in your; face ? 

ON A COXCOMICAL PHYSICIAN. 

"WHEN Florio for the fickly fair indites, 
And minds not what, fo much aa how, he writes, 
His Patients, as his graceful form they fcan, 
'Cry, with ill-omenU rapture— Killing man ! 



THE CARTER TURX'D LOGICIAN- 
GILES Jolt, as deeping in his cart he lay, , 
Some waggifh pilf rers dole his team away ; 
Giles wakes, and cries — " What's here? a dickins! 
" what ? 

" Why, how now ? — Am I Giles, or am I not ? 
" If Giles, I've loft fx geldings to my (mart ; 
44 If not— oddibuddikens ! I've found a cart.'* 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. POPE. 

ARISE, ye glimmering Stars of Wit ! 
For, lo ! the Sun of Verfe is fet. 



EPIGRAM. 

SAYS a Top to a Lady — Pray name, if you can, 
Of all your acquaintance the clevereft man. 
The Lady replied — If you'd have me fpeak true, 
He's the clevereft man that ac"b moll unlike you. 
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EPIGRAM*. 

MY Lord complains that Popb, ftark mad with 
gardens, 

Has lopt three trees, the value of three farthings : 
*' But he's my neighbour," cries the Peer polite, 
u And, if he'll vifit me, Til wave my right." 
What 1 on compulfion ! and againft my will, 
A Lord's acquaintance! — Let him file his bill. 

ENGLISH CECONOMY. 

IN merry old England, it once was a rule, 
The King had his Poet and alfo his Fool : 
But now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That Cibbcr can fervc both for Fool and for Poet. 

THE PLAGIARY. 

MORE always fmiles, whenever he recites? 

He fmiles (you think) approving what he writes. 

And yet in this no vanity is ftiown 5 

A modeft man may like what's not his own. 

* See the Notes on The Dunciad, fqr an Account of 
this, and the four following Epigrams. 
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EPIGRAM. 

YOU aflc why Rooms diverts you with his jokes, 
Yet, if he writes, is dull as other folks ! 
You wonder at it — This, Sir, is the cafe* 
The jeft is loft, unlefs he prints his face. 

TO MR. POPE, 

ON HIS DUNCIAD. 

THE raven, rook, and pert jack-daw, 

Tho' neither bird of moral kind, 
Yetfervc, ifhang'd, or ftufTd with ftraw, 

To mew us which way blows the wind. 

Thus dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 

Strung up \)y dozens in thy lay, 
Teach more by haJf than Dennis* rules, 

And point infhudiofe ev*ry way. 

With Egypt's art thy pen may ftrivej 

One potent drop let this but fticd, 
And ev'ry rogue, that flunk alive, 

Becomes a precious mummy dead. 



ON A PICTURE OF PHILOCTETES, 

BY PERRHASIUS. 
FROM TUS GXftSK Of* QLAVCUf. 

BRAWN by Perrhafius, as in perfon \iew'd, 

Sad Philo&ites feels his pains rcncw'd. 

In his parch'd eyes the deep funk tears cxprefs 

His endlefs miiery, his dire diftrefs. 

We blame thee, Painter! though thy Jkill commend; 

Twas time his fufFerings with himfelf mould end ! 

ON AN ANCIENT LADY THAT PAINTED. 

COSMELIA's charms infpire my lays, 

Who, fair in Nature s fcorn, 
Blooms in the winter of her days, 

Like Glaftonbury thorn. 

Cosmelxa, cruel at threefcore, 

Like bards in modern plays, 
Eour a6b of life pais'd guiltlefi o'er* 

But in the fifth flie flays. 

R 2 
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If e'er, impatient of the blifs, 

Into her arms you fall, 
The plafter'd fair receives the kifs, 

Like Tkifbe, through a wall. 

AN EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 
THE verfes, Baul, which thou haft read, are mine; 
"But, as thou'ft read 'em, they may pais for thine. 

ANOTHER. 
YOU a(k why I refufe to wed, 
Good friend, a very wealthy maid j 
Becaufe to my own wife, d' you fee, 
On no account I'd married be : 
For fure, unUfs inferior is the fair, 
The wife and hufband never equal arc*. 

THE FRIGHT. 
MYRTLE unflieath'd his mining blade j 

And fix'd its point againft his breaft : 
Then gaz'd upon the wondVing maid, 

And thus his dire refohre expreft : 

* Ovid advifct better* the Ladies think, 

Si qua voles apte nubere, nube pari; 

Would you wed properly ? Your equal wed. 
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" Since, cruel fair, with cold difdain, 

u You ftill return my raging love, 
" Thought is but madnefs, life but pain, 

« And thus — at once — I both remove !" 

« O flay one moment !"— Chlob faid, 
And trembling haften'd to the door : 

" Here, Betty !-^uick !— a pail, dear maid!— 
" This madman elfe will ftain the floor." 

EPIGRAM, 

WHEN Charles, at once a monarch and a wit, 
Some fmooth, foft flattery read, by Waller writ ; 
Waller, who erft to fing was not aiham'd, 
That Heavn in ftorms great Cromwell's foul had 
claim' d, 

Turn'd to the bard, and, with a fmile, faid he, , 
" Your ftrains for Noll excel your ftrains for me" ' 
The bard, his cheeks with confeious blufhes red) 
Thus to the King return'd, and bow'd his head :"• 
" Poets, fo Heav'n and all the Nine decreed, 
" In JiBion better than in truth fucceed " 

R 3 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON TWO BEAUTIFUL MONOCULI* 

FBOM THE LATIN*. 

BUT one bright eye young Acon's face adorns 
For one bright eye tweet Lbonilla mourns. 

* The following it one of the xnoft pleating of modcr* 
Latin Epigrams : 

Lumine Acon dextro, captareft Lio-nilla finift.ro j 

Et pot it eft form! vincere uterque Deos. 
Parve puer, lumen quod habes concede forori ! 

Sic tu caecus Amor, fic erh ilia Vtnvt. 

It it to be found among the Poems (pub lifted, at Am* 
ilerdam, by Grarvius, in 1689) of Jerom, John-Baptift, 
and Cornrlius Amaltheus, three Brothers of Italy, who 
excelled in Latin Poetry in the x 6th Century. 

It was made, Dr. Warton informs us, " on Louis 
de Maguiron, the moft beautiful Man of his Time, 
and the great Favourite of Henry III. of France, who loft 
an Eye at the Siege of IfToire; and on the Princefs of 
Eboli, a great Beauty, but who was deprived of the Sight 
of one of her Eyes, and who was- at the fame Time Miftrefa 
of Philip . II. King of Spain." — EJfay on Pope's Genius ani 
Writings. 

The Compofition would certainly have been more per- 
fect, if Leoniila had been the Mother, inftead of the Sifter, 
of Aeon, And Sorori is eafily altered to Parent*. 
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Kind youth, to her thy fingle orb reiign, 
And make her perfect, and thyfelf divine : 
For then (if Heavn the happy change allow) 
She ihall fair Venus be, blind Cupid thou. 



VERSES 

FROM THE LATIN OF BONEFONIUS*. 

IN this little wreath unite 
Roles red, and rofes white 5 
Take it, beauteous maid, and trace 
* In the white my love-fick face ; 
But the red's an emblem true 
Of my heart inflam'd by you. 



ON A STATUE OF ALEXANDER. 

FROM THE GREEK. 

THE fculptor's art can brafs with life infpire j 
Show Alexander's features, and his fire. 

* Joannes Bonxfonxus— a Frenclu Poet, who, in 
Henry the Third's Reign, wrote a Book of Kijfts after the 
Manner of the Sofia of Sccundus. 
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The ftatue feems to fay, with up-caftxye, 
" Beneath my rale the globe of earth (hall lie ; 
" Be thou, O Jove, contented with thy iky !" 

EPIGRAM. 

THOMAS b fure a moil courageous man, 
u A word and blow" for ever is his plan 3 
And thus his friends explain the curious matter, 
He gives the firft, and then receives the latter. 

EPIGRAM. 1744. 

AS phytic and'verfe both to Pkabus belong, 
So the college oft dabble in potion and fong ; 
Hence Burton, refolv 'd his emetics (hall hit,. 
When his recipe fails, gives a puke with his wit*. 

* Thefe Lines were ocetfioned by a Difticb, attributed 
to Dr. Burton, in Ridicule of the PhyGcian who prescribed 
for Pope in his laft lllnefs — Dr. Th§mfjcn : 

DUNCES, rejoice! forgive all cenfures paft ! 
The greatcft Dunce has kill'd your foe at laft. 
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THE TURTLE AND TRAVELLER. 
A DIALOGUE. 
TRAVELLER. 

WHY with, your wailings do thefe groves refound ? 

TURTLE. 

Bccaufc my Turtle's no where to be found; 
Why thro' thefe folitudes choofe you to roam ? 

TRAVELLER. 

Became my Turtle's to be found at home. 

EPIGRAM. 

" WHATs fafhionable, I'll maintain, 
" Is always right/' fays fpritely Jane. 
' Ah, wou'd to hcav n/ cries graver Sue, 
« What's right were feihionable too !' 

EPIGRAM. 

« THIS fplcndid drefs was made for me/* 
Cries Sugar-Plum, the faucy cit y 

Obfervers anfwer — « That may be, 
<f But you were never made for it." 
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TRUE RICHES. 

IRUS, tho* wanting gold and lands, 
lives chcarful, eafy, and content j 

Coivus unbleii'd, with twenty hands 
Employ 'd to count bis yearly rent. 

Sages of Lombard ! tell me which 
Of theie you think poueiles more I 

One, with his poverty, is rich, 
And one, with all his wealth, is poor. 



EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 

LARGE gifts to wealthy bachelors you fend, 
And call you this munificence, my friend ? 
Nothing ib fordid, and fo mean — For lhame, 
To give grofs av'rice fuch a fpecious name \ 
Thus treacherous hooks indulge the greedy prey* 
And thus falfe baits unthinking beafts betray. 
Would you munificent in earned be ? 
Your gifts, Gargilianus fend to mi« 



I *9» 3 

ANOTHER. 

'WE know not why you for the fair 
So many bilUts-deux prepare ; 
But this we know — A billet-doux 
No fair-one ever penn'd for you. 

EPIGRAM FROM CATULLUS. 

TrESBIA rails, without cealing, at me the whole day, 
And yet, hang me, if Lbsbia don't love me 
fincerely : 

u How d* you know it ?" you cry— Why, 'tis juft 
my own way, 
Though I rail, without cealing, I ftill love her 
dearly. 

an6ther. 

THAT I love thee, and yet that I hate thee, I feelj 
Impatient, thou bid'ft me my reafons explain : 

I tell thee, nor more for my life can reveal, 
That I love thee, and hate thee— and tell it with 
pain. 
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INSCRIPTION ON A TREE IN A POPLAR- 
GROVE. 

ONCE to this beauteous poplar-grove 

A wand'ring (hepherd found his way ; 
And tun d his penfive lay to love, 

For lore infpir'd his penfive lay j 
Yet nought had Damon to complain 
Of faithlefs vows, or proud difdain, 

Or unrewarded care; 
His nymph was tender, faithful, kind, 
The trueft heart, the gentleft mind. 

But, ah I— (he was not there. 




THE END- 



